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TO HIS GRACE 


THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH. 


M v Lon p, 


To: animate mankind to the practice of virtue, and the conqueſt 


of thoſe paſſions which are moſt detrimental to ſociety, by holding 
forth examples taken from real life, either of vice degraded or trium- 


phant virtue, hath ever been the chief aim of thoſe who duly con- 
fidered the nature and origin of theatrical compoſition, While 


Comedy holds the mirror to folly, it is the office of Tragedy to ex- 


poſe to public deteſtation thoſe vices, to which the diſtinguiſhed rank 
of the offender, or the nature of the offence itſelf, ſanAified by the 


<« ſtupet in titulis” of popular deluſion, may have given a long and 
ſecure dominion over the human mind. 


6. 


SoPHOCLEs, my Lord, hath given us in the following pages a 


| lively and pathetic inſtance of the deſtructive nature of ambition, 


of the inſtability of human grandeur, and of the diſaſters too generally 
conſequent when the paſſions are not under the due ſubordination 


of reaſon. I am convinced I ſhall offend no perſon except yourſelf, 


when I add that the ſteady and tranquil happineſs which hath ever 
attended your Grace in the exerciſe of every ſocial and domeſtic 
virtue, and the univerſal reſpect paid to that integrity which neither 
intereſt could ever allure, nor ambition ever ſhake from the baſis 
whereon. it is fixed, will be the beſt proof and the ſtrongeſt confir- 


mation of the doctrine which this great maſter of tragic writing and 
morality hath thus endeavoured to eſtabliſh. 


A 2 At 


[ iv ] 


At a period when the moſt ſolemn ties, both religious and civil, 
are treated with ſuch avowed contempt, to behold thoſe, who are 
moſt eminent among our nobility, ſteadily adhering to the dictates 
of virtue, and ſetting ſo conſpicuous an example of parental duty and 
conjugal affection, muſt, while it abaſhes the front of vice, excite in 
the breaſt of every good man the ſublimeſt ſatisfaction, accompanied 


with the heartieſt wiſhes for its long continuance among mankind, 


2 have the honour to'be, 


Your Grace's moſt obliged 


And moſt devoted ſervant, 
Woodford, 15th June, 1779, | 5 


THOMAS MAURICE. 
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Mos x of the following Poems have been already ſubmitted to 
the inſpection of the public: under the ſanction, however, of ſo many 
reſpectable names, and with the alterations recommended to the 
Author by many judicious friends, they will perhaps have a better 
plea to their attention. 


To urge, that, of the miſcellaneous pieces in this collection, the 
greater part are juvenile compoſitions, and that the tranſlation itſelf 
is but a continuation of thoſe endeavours which were exerted at a 
time of life when his ambition indeed was awakened, but his judg- 
ment immature, would be an excuſe very inadequate to their defects. 
He is inclined rather to ſubmit them with thoſe defects to the con- 


ſideration of the reader, and await the ſentence, if not of candour, at 
leaſt of impartiality. 


With reſpect to the EIS TOLARY VERSESs, the Author has only 
to intreat the forgiveneſs of thoſe to whom they have at different 
times been ſent for the liberty his ambition led him to take of 
uniting their names with his own in a work which, otherwiſe per- 
12 might ſhare the fate common to the poetical productions of 
he age. 


The Poem of Hero AND LEANDER is not a regular tranſlation of 
any part of Moſchus; neither is the Eaſtern Elegy, entitled HIN DA, 
offered to the public as a particular imitation of any Aſiatic poet: 
the firſt was compoſed as an exerciſe at ſchool, and the latter was 
written when the imagination of the Author had been animated 
with the peruſal of thoſe beautiful ſpecimens. of Eaſtern poetry, 
lately given to the world by Mr. Jones, and Mr. Richardſon. 


THE PRosPECT or LIFE was in its original form a paraphraſe of 
a Grecian Chorus: the plan has been ſince enlarged, but the picture 
perhaps is too gloomy not to meet. with cenſure. 


A writer, who is ambitious of general applauſe, ſhould never en- 
gage in diſputes of party: but the preſent unhappy conteſt. in Ame- - 
rica is certainly a ſubject for too extenſive concern to fix the gms. 


CE 0-3 


ef faction on the bard who laments it. The Verses therefore 
written at that æra when thoſe fatal hoſtilities commenced, will 
require leſs apology, becauſe they expreſs, though in an unworthy 
manner, the ſentiments of every true lover of his country. 

The Tragedy of the TRacnuinians of Sophocles was performed 
in the original Greek by the ſcholars of a gentleman, to whom the 
Author with gratitude acknowledges bimſelf indebted for his own 
education. The lines here publiſhed, were meant to have been re- 
cited, previous to the performance. Though, for ſome reaſons, 1 

they were not ſpoken, he was unwilling to refuſe the requeſt of 9 
thoſe, who, from being concerned in that performance, had a right 
to demand the peruſal of them. It they meet with their approba- 
tion, he ſhall not be anxious whether or not they can ſtand the teſt. | 
of ſeyerer criticiſm, ; 3 


The Poems that follow have been already honoured with a public « 
peruſal, and with ſome ſhare of the public applauſe. wo 


To the Tranſlation itſelf are prefixed a few prefatory pages, 
which will explain the plan on which the Tranſlator has proceeded. * 
That ſome of the ſpeeches toward the end of the Tragedy appear ? 
immoderately long, though ſome cenſure may be due to his own = 
want of ability to find words ſufficiently expreſſive of the original 1 
idea, is partly to be aſcribed to the cuſtom of the Greek dramatic — 
writers, who made the -y{% relate the moſt intereſting events of 
the play, and often diſplayed in their ſpeeches, as well as in thoſe 
of the principal characters, which are likewiſe generally extended 
to a conſiderable length, all that vigour of genius that ſo ſtrongly 
marks the tragical writers of antiquity. | PIT. 6 


We -f 4s , 
* 
3 
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1 Some apoloz2y is neceſſary for the delay in the publication of this 
| book: but thoſe who are acquainted with the difficulties and delays 
| that attend works of this kind when the Author cannot be on the 

| ſpot, will form in their own minds a better excuſe for hm, than 

any he himſelf can offer. | 
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SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 
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Riour Hon, Earl of Abingdon 

Pell Akehurſt, Eſq. Fellow of King's Col- 
lege, Cambridge 

Rev. Charles Allcock, M. A. Fellow of New 
College, Oxford 

Rev. M. Alexander, B. A. Univerſity Col- 


lege, Oxford, two Ea. Dad 
J „ Amphlett, E . Worceſter- 
ſhire 


Mr. Angell 

Richard Archdale, Eſq. Inner Temple, Lon- 
don 

Adam Aſkew, Eſq. Fellow Commoner of 
Emanuel College, Cambridge, two copies 


B 
Right Rev. the Lord Biſhop of Bangor 
Moſt noble the Marquis of Blandford, two 


copies ; 
ohn Badely, M. D. Chelmsford, Eſſen 
rs. Mary Barnadiſton 
David Batſon, Eſq. Hatton: ſtreet 
Robert Beachcroft, Eſq. | 


John Blackburn, Efq. 


Henry Bolton, Eſq. Middle Temple 


Hugh Bateman, Eſq. . two 


eopies 

Richard Bateman, Eſq. gentleman commoner 
of Univerſity College, Oxford, two copies 

s Bayley, M. D. 2. Chicheſter, Suſſex - 
homas Charles Beaumont, Eſq. Univeraty 

College, Oxford, twe copies 

Edward Buckley . Eſq. 


Rev. Miles Beever, B. A. Unive: ſity Col- 


lege, Oxford, two copies 

Jonathan Bell, Eſq. Hertford 

Theophilus Biddolph, Eſq. gentleman cc com- 
moner of ee College, Oxford 

Eliſha Biſcoe, Eſq. 

Richard Birch, fellow commoner of 
Corpus Chriſti 2 lege, Cambridge 


Rev. William Bennet, M. A. Fellow of 


Emanuel College, Cambridge 


Rev. Mr. Booth, B. D. Fellow of Merton 


College, Oxford 

Thomas Borrow, Eſq. of Caſtlchelds, Der- 
byſhire, two copies 

Thomas Borrow, Eſq. of Univerſity College, 
Oxford, two copies 

Daniel Braithwaite, Eſq. General Poſt- oſſice, 
London 

Mr. J. Braithwaite 

2 Bree, B. A. Univerſity College, Ox- 
or | 

Jonas Langford Brooke, Eda. gent eman 
commoner of Magdalen College, Dae, 
two copies 

Rev. Mr. Brundiſh, M. A. Fellow of Caius 
College, CLANS. two copies 

Edward Perry Buckley,. Eſq. gentleman com- 
moner of Chriſt Church College, Oxford,, 
two copies 

Francis Bullock, Eq. Ardington, Berks 

Richard: Byron, Ela. Hertford: 

Rev. John Buckner, A. M. Prebendary oft 
Chicheſter 8 


Hon. Edward Seymour Conway 
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Rev. James Camplin, B. A. Fellow of St, 


John's College, O lord 
ohn Carew, Ela. gentleman commoner of 

Oriel College, Oxford l 

Mr. John Carr, Hertford 

Rev. William Coates, M. A. Fellow of Uni- 
verſity College, Oxford | 

Rev. William Cokayne, D. D. Hertford 

John Cook, Eſq. gentleman commoner of 
Brazen Noſe College, Oxford, two copies 

Mr. Collins | 

Richard Cooke, Eſq. Cheſhunt 

William Cooke, Eſq. Woodford 

Miſs Hannah Cole W oodford 

Rev. John Coulſon, M. A. Senior Fellow of 


Univerſit 8 College, Oxford 
Rev. Mr. Clarke, M. A. Fellow of Univer- 
ſity College, Oxford 


James Crawford, Eſq. Dublin 

Rev. Mr. Crofts, M. A. Fellow of Univer- 
ſity College, Oxford 

— Crawley, Eſq. Univerſity College, Ox- 
ford, two copies | 

Alexander Croke, Eſq. gentleman commoner 
of Oriel College, Oxford 

Richard Cutler, Eſq. Hertford 

James Cutler, Eſq. Fellow of St. John's 
College, Oxford 

William Cunningham, Eſq. gentleman com- 
moner of Chriſt Church College, Oxford, 
two copies 

Chaloner Chute, Eſq. fellow commoner of 
Clare Hall, Cambridge - 

Peter Cazalet, Eſq. Woodford 


D 

Samuel Dennis, D. D. Preſident of St. John's 
College, Oxford 

hy 6 Demainbray, L. L. D. Richmond, 
Surr 

Rev. Thomas Daviſon, A. B. Rector of 
Crow-maſh, Berkſhire 

Mrs. Daviſon, Reading, Berkſhire + 

"Tow Dacre, Eſq. Kirklinten, Cumber- 
an 7 

William Dean, Eſq. Dublin 

Stephen Demainbray, Eſq. Fellow of * 

College, Oxford 

Jonathan Dickinſon, Eſq. 

Mr. F. Dickinſon 

N. Dalton, Eſq. Clare-hall, Cambridge 

William Dodd, Eſq. Oriel College, ford 

Charles Du- -bellamy, Eſq. 

Mr. Charles Didier | 

Thomas Davies, 


Henry Dunſter, Eſq. Hertford 


Rev. William 


G: 
John Goddard, Eſq. of  Woodford- hall, 
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Lieutenant Edwards 
John Michael Evans, Eſq. Harford-ſtreet, 
ng ne 
Mrs. Evans, ditto 
Rev. Joſeph Eyre, B. A. Rector of Purlock, 

Northamptonſhire * 
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Hon. Thomas Fitz Maurice 


ames Farrer, Eſq. 
ohn Farhill, A. B. Fellow of Bennet Col- + \ 


lege, Cambridge == 
ad, L. L. D. St. John's 1 
College, Oxford 9 
William Finch, Eſq. of Shelford-hall, Cam- 
bridgeſhire, four copies —_ 
Rev. Philip Fiſher, A. M. Fellow of Univer- 
ſity College, Oxon, two Copies 
Fleming, Eſq. 


Frederick Flood, Eſq. Dublin - 
John Foote, Eſq. gentleman commoner of 
Univerſity College, Oxford = 
Robert Foote, Eſq. Univerſity Coll; Oxford 4 
William Fowlis, Ek, gentleman commoner * 
of ditto, two copies = | 
Francis Ford, Eig. fellow commoner of = | 
St. John's College, Cambridge > 
* 58 Ford, B. D. Baliol College, O = | 
0 3 | 


Thomas Charles Fountayne, Eſq. fellow com- 
moner of Clare-hall, Cambridge, 2 copies 

Rev. Nat. Forſter, D. D. Recor; of St. 
* Colcheſter 


Eſſex 
Colonel Goate, 
Anthony Gray 
Rev. Robert 

Cumberland 
Mrs. Graham 
Charles Grabam, Eſq. gentleman commoner 

of Magdalen College, Oxford, two. copies 
2 Graham, ditto, two copies 

** Charles Graham, Hartingfordbury, 

erts 
Thomas Grzme, Eſq. gentleman commaner 
of Queen's College, Ox forced 
Thomas Greet, Eſq. gentleman commoner 
of-Univerſity 8 two copies 


Eſq. four copies 
raham, D. D. of Netherby, | 


Thomas Grove, Ef two copies 
uy Gregory, of Baliol Coll. Qxfd, 
un, Eſq. gen . common of 
Magdalen Callege, xford OO 


Leflie Grove, Eſq. 


| H 

Right Hon. Earl of Harcourt 

Hon. and Rev. John Hewit 

Hon. Joſeph Hewitt 

Rev. George Horne, D. D. Prefidentof Mag- 
dalen College, and Vice Chancellor of the 
Univerſity of Oxford 

— Haggard, Eſq. Emanuel College, Cam- 

ridge 

Mathew Hall, Eſq. Univerſity Ce- Ox- 
ford, two eopics | 

Henry Harford, Eſq. 
of Exeter College, 

James Hammerſly, Eſq. 

Rev. Mr. Heap, Chicheſter 

Thomas Hornſby, Eſq. Univerſity College, 
Oxtord 

William Humphries, Eſq. gentleman com- 
moner of Univerſit M1. B. Bu Oxford 

Francis Hutchinſon, M. P. Dublin 


l apa commoner 
ford, two copics 


J 
Right Hon. Earl of Inchiquin 


William Jones, Eſq. F. K. 8. Fellow of U- 


niverſity College, Oxford 
Clarke Jcrvoiſe, Eſq. Woodford 
Mr. Jacques, Chicheſter 
Samuel 3 L. L. D. 
William Julius, Eſq. Hampſtead 
John Janes, Eſq. Inner Temple 
——— Jurdan, 20 
K 
Rigbt Hon. Lord Killmorey, two copies 
Richard Gervas Karr, Eſq. 
Thomas Norbury Kerby, Eſq. 
commoner of I rinity ollege, | 


entleman 
xford 


Samuel Killderbee, Eſq, Univerſity College, 


Oxford 
Rev. J. Kilpin, Woodford. 
Edward Ls Eſq. ditto 


Right * Lord 15a, » Lerd Chancellor 
of Ireland 

Right Hon. Lord, Lyttelton. 

Hon, William Legge, All .Soul's College, 
Oxford _ 

Hon. Heneage Legge, Student of Chiift 

- Church 

Right Hon. Lord George Lennox 

James Haughton Langfton, Eſq. Woodford 
liam Lewis, Efq. gemleman commoner 


of in nd Oxford, two * 
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Mr. Lewis, Hertford + 

John Ludtord, Efq. 
ichard Warburton Lytten, Eſq. Bath 

Mr. Lyon, Bath 

Rey. yn Lyſter, A. M. Univerſity C College, 
Oxford 

William Lyſter, Eſq. Dublin 

William D. Lyſter, Eſq. ditto 

Henry Lyſter, Eſq. ditto 

Rev. J. S. Lovat, A. M. Rector of Loughton, 
Eſſex, two copies 


M N 

His Grace the Duke of Marlborough, two 
copies 

Her Grace the Dutcheſs of Marlborough, two 
copies 

Hon, Jacob Marſham 

William Maſon, Eſq. Emanuel College, 
Cambridge - 

Martin Madan, Eſq, Middle Temple 

John Maddiſon, Eſq. 

George Maddiſon, Eſq, 

John Edward Maddocks, Eſq. gentleman. 
commoner of Magdalen Collage Oxford 

Chriſtopher Thompſon Maling, Th 

Thomas Meade, Eſq. W oodfurd 

John Milles, Eſq. F. R. 8. 

Mr. W. Maurice, Hertford 

William Julius Mickle 

John Monro, M. D. 

John Monro, A, B. Fellow of St. John's 
College, Oxford 

Charles Monro, Eſq. Middle Temple 

Thomas Monro, Eſq. Oriel 8 Oxford 

James Mowbray, Eſq. Woodford 

Captain Henry Murray 

John Monins, Eſq. Woodford | 

John Chardin Muſgrave, Eſq. twa copies 

Chriſtopher Muſgrave, Eiq, Oriel College, 
Oxtord As 


His Grace the Duke of Northumberland, 
two copies 

Hon. Robert Needham | 

Pendock Neale, Eſq. gentleman commoner 
of Magdalen College, Oxford, two copies 

Mr. J. Neave 

John Suns Eſq. Fellow of St, John's, Ox- 
for 

John Newman, Eſq, Fellow of New Col- 
lege, Oxford : 

Mr. Nicholſov, Rene 


. 
Robert Orme, Eſq. Hertford: 
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Right Hon. Earl Percy 

Right Hon. Lord Algernon Percy 

Sir Charles Palmer, Bart. 

Rev. Samuel Parr, A. M. maſter of the 
grammar ſchool], Norwich 

Francis Parrot, Eſq. Birmingham 

Joſeph Payne, Eſq. L. L. B. Inner Temple 

Rev. Henry Peach, B. D. Fellow of St. 
John's, Oxford 

John Peachey, Eſq. Middle Temple 

Major Thomas Pearſon | 

John Penn, Efq. Clare-hall, Cambrid 

Rev. Thomas Percy, D. D. Dean of Carliſle 

Rev, Mr. Perry, Dudley, Worceſterſhire 

Captain Richard Pierce 

Rev. Charles Plucknett, B. D. Fellow of Sr. 
John's College, Oxford 

Edward Poore, Eſq. F. R. S. Lincoln's-Inn 

James Pope, A. B. Fellow of St. John's 
College, Oxford | 

Edward Pole, Eſq. Univerſity College, two 
copies 

Mr. Popplewell, Woodford 

John Price, Eſq; Nebworth, Herts 

Chiiſtopher Puller, Eſq. Woodford 


: 
Sir Joſhua Reynolds 
Thomas Rackett, A. B. Univ. Col. Oxford 
Rev. John Ravenhill, B. A. ditto 
G. J. Reddel, Eſq. gentleman commoner of 
Magdalen College, Oxford 
Richard Richardſon, A. B. Univerſity Col- 
lege, Oxford 
Henry Richardſon, Iiſq. Univerſity College, 
. Oxford, two copies 
Mr. Richards | | 
Rev. Mr, Robinſon, Fellow of Clare Hall, 
Cambridge - 


Rev. D. Roderick, A. M. 


Rev. Mr. Robinſon, M. A. Merton College, 


Oxford 
Rev. Moreton W A. M. Woodſord 


Right Rev. the Lord Biſhop of St. Aſapn 

Right Hon. Earl of Surry, two copies 

Hon. Henry St. John, two copies 

Thomas Sanden, M. D. Chicheſter 

John Smith, Eſq. of Coom- Hay, Somerſet- 
ſhire, two copies 

William Scott, Eſq. Fellow of Univerſity 
9 Oxford, and Camden's proſe ſſor 
of hiſtor | Vs 

John Scott, Eſq. of Amwell, Hertfordſhire 
obert Snow, Eſq. Saville Row 

Rev. Charles Smith, L. L. B. Chicheſter 

Chules Geo. Starck, A. B. Mert. Col. Oxford 
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Charles Stanhope, Eſq. Univerſity College, 
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Oriel College, Oxford 
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Humphrey Sumner, A. M, Fellow of King's 
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John Surtees, A, B. Univerfity Col. Oxford 

Rev. J. Shepard, M. A. Rector of Wood- 
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Maſter R. Skinner, Eton School 
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Right Hon, Lord Viſcount Turnour, Tri- 
nity College, Oxford 
Robert Tunſtall, Eſq. fellow commoner of 
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Thomas Todd, Eſq. ü 
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Edward Stephenſon, Eſq. gent! 
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Sir James Wright, Bart. 
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Hereford, and Maſter of Univerſity Col- 
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Rev. William Walker, M. A. Rector of 
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Mr. Wallace, Fellow of Bennet College, 


Oxford | 


Rev. Richard Webſter, A. B. Fellow of St. 
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Epiſtolary Verſes 
To Samuel Johnſon, L. L. D. 

To Thomas Percy, D. D. from Oxford, on antient minſtrelſy. 
To the Marquis of Blandford, after ſeeing Blenheim. 


To the Author of Poems and Tranſlations from the Aſiatic lan- 
guages. | 


Hero and Leander. 

Hinda; an Eaſtern Elegy. 

The Proſpect of Life: an Ode. 

Verſes written in the year 1774. 

Prologue to the Tragedy of the Trachinians. 


Imitations of the Splendid Shilling — 
The School-Boy. 
The Oxonian. 


Deſcriptive Poems 


Netherby. | - 


Hagley. 


A Monody, ſacred to the memory of Elizabeth, Dutcheſs of Nor- 


thumberland. 


A Free Tranſlation of the Oedipus Tyrannus of Sophocles. 
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WHILE Britain's lofty bards his thoughts engage, 
Will Johnſon ſmile on this ignobler page? 

From thee her flame my infant fancy caught, 

And kindled at thy page the glowing thought; 
Learn'd, by thy light, her ſteady courſe to guide, 


Tempt the rough ſhore, and braye the deepening tide. 


What equal tribute ſhall the muſe prepare; 
What heights of rapid ſong unuſual dare ? 
But when her hand hath ſwept the nobleſt wires, 
Above her boldeſt flights thy praiſe aſpires: 
The wile, the virtuous venerate thy name ; 


This is thy praiſe, and this the nobleſt fame. 


Oh truly great ! whoſe generous, active mind 
Scorns ev'ry labour but to bleſs mankind! 
Thine the high taſk a nation to reform, 


The riſing race with virtuous hopes to warm; 
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To SAMUEL JOHNSON, L. L. D. 


With 


CE SY 
With folly's ſons eternal war to wage, 


And laſh the crimes of an abandon'd age. 


Beſet with ills, oppreſs'd by nameleſs woes, 
Superior to their rage, thy genius roſe : 


Unable theſe to cruſh thy great deſign, 


To damp thy piety, thy thoughts confine! 


On wealth, and power, thy ſteadfaſt foul looks down, 
Regardleſs if the mighty ſmile or frown. ; 
Guilt is thy foe, guilt open, or conceal d. 

And none are ſafe whom virtue does not ſhield : 

When in her cauſe thou draw'ſt the righteous ſword, 


It wounds, alike, the peaſant and the lord, 


By thee refin'd, to full perfection brought, 
We rival Greece in language, as in thought; 
Genius ſoars bolder, fancy brighter ſhines, 
And manlier vigour animates our lines. 
Let blockheads rail, whoſe precepts, wiſely, teach 
To call ohſcure, what dullneſs cannot reach; 
Thy labour'd volume claims our nobleſt praiſe, 
That loftier ſenſe in loftier ſound conveys, 
How ſweet, how ſtrong, the poliſh'd periods toll, 
With thoughts that rouze, tranſport, convince the foul! 
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But are there ſome, the ſteady foes of worth, 
Still prompt to give the embryo falſhood birth, 
Who ſtrive to blacken thy illuſtrious name, 
By each mean art that dark revenge can frame; 
Attack the firmneſs of an honeſt heart, 


That ſcorns, alike, the knave's or villain's part; 


Faction's baſe ſons, who principle diſdain, 


Or know no principle, but that of gain? 

If ſuch there are, ev'n theſe thou can'ſt deſpiſe, 
Ev'n theſe thy fix'd integrity defies : 

Thy fame ſhall flouriſh when their mem'ries rot, 


Their rage, their writings, like their names, forgot. 


What bold, ambitious hopes, my boſom warm, 
Oft' as my eyes behold thy honour'd form; 
As all the labours of thy life I trace, 


Thy glory, and the glory of our race ! 


Thy mind, retaining ſtill her wonted fires, 

With added years increaſing ſtrength acquires: 

Vig'rous, as when to Juvenal's manly page 

Thy muſe congenial gave rekindled rage. 

But thy ambition boaſts a nobler aim, 

Than man's applauſes, and the bubble, fame; 
| B 2 


Anxious 
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Anxious to gain, and eager to ſecure, 
That brighter meed to patient virtue ſure; 
Thine are the joys, that animate the juſt, 
And lift the ſoul above its kindred duſt : 


Ev'n here, the dazzling ſcenes entrance thy ſight, 


While conſcience gives a ſeraph's pure delight. 
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0 To the Reverend THOMAS PERCY, D. D. 
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f FROM claſſic plains, where ſcience loves to dwell, 

* Sooth'd with the warblings of her Attic ſhell ; 

From bowers, where patriots, ſages, kings, have ſtray'd, 
With wiſdom muſing in the laurel ſhade ; 


Friend to the muſe, this votive verſe receive, 
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Praiſe what you can, and what you may, forgive. 


F Hither that muſe thy favour'd footſtep led, => 


. *; And wreath'd a chaplet round thy youthful head : 
| Here bade thy ſoul, with daring ſearch, explore 
9m The rich, exhauſtleſs mines of antient lore ; 


Reach the bold flights of Plato's fire-clad thought, 


And ſcan the truths his greater maſter taught: 
1 Wiſeſt of men, whoſe firm unſhaken foul 
A Beheld, without diſmay, the deadly bow], 

1 | Nor cou'd ungrateful Athens blaſt a name, 

That till ſhall ſhine, their glory and their ſhame. 
Here to thy view bade Athen's patriot riſe, 
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Fate in his voice, and light'ning in his eyes, 
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The foes of Greece and freedom to confound, 
And daſh the pride of Philip to the ground : 

Or warm'd thee with the ſound of Tully's tongue; 
On which admiring Rome with rapture hung, 
Taught thee what ſtrains the Theban roll'd along, 
And all the ſweets of Maro's poliſh'd ſong. 


1 


Oft, *midſt theſe kindred glades, thy mind might trace 
The myſtic page of Mona's antient race; 
Whom, trembling thro” her foreſts inmoſt gloom, 
She pour'd by midnight from her cavern'd womb ; 
Prophets, whoſe eyes the depths of fate cou'd pierce, 
Who burſt the bands of death with magic verſe : 
And thoſe of later day, with rage ſublime, 
Who ſmote the harp, and rouz'd the ſoul of rhymes 
Whoſe martial trains rehears'd the toils of fight, 
And warm'd the heart of many a hardy knight: 
How, like a rock, each lion-chieftain ſtood, 


Or urg'd his panting ſteed thro! ſeas of hoſtile blood. 


Methinks I ſee, where Alnwick's turrets hoar 


Darken her flood, ſo often ſtain'd with gore, 


A thouſand heroes fill the ſpacious hall, 


And helms and laaces hang the frowning wall, 
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Full in the center of the warlike band, 

I ſee a chief of bolder viſage ſtand ; 

With keener flames his gliſt'ning eye-balls ſhine, 
And his port marks him of the Percy line— 
The ſong begins; the minſtrels ſweep the ſtring, 
And the high roofs with martial clangors ring : 
Of tournament they ſing, and tented plain, 

A Percy victor, or a Douglas ſlain, 

Or Arthur's feats, in daring lays rehearſe, 

Or Edward's conqueſts ſwell the mighty verſe; 
The ſounds, like light'ning, pierce each warrior's ſoul, 


And life's warm tides in briſker currents roll; 


Their ſpears they ſhake, and claſh the burniſh'd ſhicld, 


And ſeem triumphant e'er they reach the field 


Bold were the notes, and kings approv'd the ſong, 


Like thoſe who heard, unpoliſh'd, rough, and Qirong ; 


But cou'd not o'er the arm of death prevail, 
When all the powers of ſong and muſic fail : 
Time, with oblivious hand, defac'd the page, 
And virtue only triumph'd o'er his rage : 

Their rugged numbers we no more admire, 
Yet tho' their language fails, their raptures fire. 
PERCY, 'twas thine to cull each nobler lay, 


And give new yerdure to the wither'd bay; | 
The 


t 1 
The blooms of infant genius to reſtore, 


Teach them to ſpread, and bid them fade no more 


For long as genuine paſſion ſways the heart, 
And nature's painting ſhames the ſtrokes of art, 
Britain ſhall love the ſtrain that ſings, ſo well, 
How her bold antient heroes fought and fell i 
Her riſing offspring kindle as they read, 


And burn, like them, to conquer or to bleed 


To 


[ 9 J 


To the AUTHOR of POEMS 
And TRANSLATIONS from the Aſiatic Languages. 


WI ITHER does fancy ſtretch her rapid wing, 
Thro' what new regions 'of ſerener ſpring? 

My raviſh'd ſenſe an opening Eden greets, 

A waſte of treaſures, and a wilt bf ſweets" 

And now I ſeem thro' fairy bow'rs to ſtray, 

Where ſcatter'd rubies pave the ſpangled way ; 
Tranſparent walks, with poliſh'd ſapphires bright, 
And “ fountains, ſparkling with ambroſial light. 


A ſweeter lyre no Eaſtern ſwain hath ſtrung, 
* More ſoftly warbled, or more boldly ſung; 
Whether, great Bard, thy vigorous muſe rehearſe 
Solima's deathleſs praiſe, in deathleſs verſe ; 
Paint the bright virtues of her generous mind, 
Great as thy own, and as thy own refin'd ; 

Or, tun'd to grief, the melting numbers move, 


And breathe the ſofteſt tales of plaintive love: 


* Alluding to the poem of the Seven Fountains, See page 33- 
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Tender as Petrarch's flows th' impaſſion'd line, 
Nor Vida boaſts a chaſter page than thine. 


Yet not that Britain's laurels round thy head, | A 
And Arab's palms with rival luſtre ſpread, \ 
For this I ſing— but, that, with fix d diſdain, * ff 
Thy Roman ſoul refus d the flatterer's ſtrain; | =_ 
And dar'd prefer, (unyers'd in courtly guile) 
Virtue's juſt praiſe beyond a Monarch's ſmile. 
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To the Moſt Noble the MARQUIS of BLANDFORD, 


after having ſeen Blenheim Houſe. 


SUCH the proud monument of Churchill's fame, 
Albion, thy boaſt, and vanquiſh'd. Bourbon's ſhame; 
Yet tho' the roofs, with ſtoried triumphs bright, 
Pour on our eyes a flood of mimic light, 

Tho' the rich walls, in breathing ſilks array'd, 

Boaſt all the blended pomp of light and ſhade; 

He claims a ſurer fame than theſe can give, 


On nobler monuments his triumphs live: 


For when this towering manſion ſhall decay, 


(Forgive, great Architect, the daring lay) 

When Time ſhall daſh to earth the mould'ring buſt, 
And yon proud column crumbles into duſt, 

In Britain's love his mem' ry till ſhall bloom, 


And anxious nations guard the warrior's tomb. 


Here, BLANDFORD, oft, as to thy wond'ring eyes 
His deathleſs feats in bright ſucceſſion riſe, 
Congenial tranſports in thy boſom roll, 
And half his ſpirit fires thy infant ſoul, 


C 2 
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But far from thee be war's tumultuous rage, 


Nor let ambition taint thy tender age; 

Let Spencer's bright example teach thy mind 

Sublimer joys, and tranſports more refin'd : 

Like him, thy hand to pining want extend, 

Protect the orphan, and the wretch befriend. 

Theſe, theſe are arts that give more true renown, 

Than captive nations, and a world 0 erthrown. 

But if thy country call thee to her cauſe, 15 N FOO. 
If freedom mourn her violated laws; * FI ee en DU 


Then let thine arm the righteous fabre wield, 
And be another Churchill in' the field, | 


Yon leſs ſuperb, yet not leſs glorious * pile, 
Rear'd its fair front beneath his guardian ſmile 2 
There, the pale victim of diſeaſe and grief, 
Directs his feeble ſtep, and finds od te 


*The Infirmary at Oxford, ereQed upon the _ Arras oF 1 uſeful plan, by the 


Truſtees of Dr. Radcliff's benefaction, out of the furplus money remaining after defraying 
the expences of his library, and ſupported by the ample contributions of his Grace the Duke 


of Mailborough, and others of the nobility and gentry of Oxfordſhire. His Grace has 


likewiſe beem a conſiderable benefactot to the Univerſity,” by preſenting it with an extenſive 
tract of ground for building an Obſervatory on, and with a reflecting teleſcope of twelve 
feet, made by the late Mr. Short, which is the largelt| inſtrument of the kind ever made'i in 
England, (one only excepted, finiſhed byithe ſame artiſt for the late King of Spain) and is of 
great value. | 
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Deſpair's wan cheeks the fluſh of life reſume, 
And his pray'rs conſecrate the hallow'd dome: 
His grateful tongue of Radcliffe's bounty tells, 
And on thy parent's name with rapture dwells. 
The laurel'd ſons of Iſis' happy vale 

Catch the glad ſound, and ſwell the applauding gale; 
Her Naiads propagate the fav'rite theme, 


And all her echoes waft it down the ſtream. 


But lo! attended by her infant train, 
That ſport around her on the velvet plain, 
Like the firſt blooming Eve, ere fatal pride 
Led her fair feet from Lois alide, 


The bcauteous Marlbro' ſeeks her wonted ſhade, 
Where Perſian odours breathe thro' yonder glade; 


Her fairer Paradiſe—for all the flowers 


That ſhed their ſoft perfumes in eaſtern bowers, 


Tranſplanted there their purple blooms expand, 


And live and flouriſh by her foſt'ring hand. 
But who are theſe, that fluſh'd with all the glow 
Which health and youthful beauty can beſtow, 


Amidſt thoſe ſpicy ſhrubs, themſelves more ſweet,. 


Advance to meet her in her loy'd retreat? 
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In whom thoſe charms, and ev'ry- beauteous line 
That marks her features, by reflection thine : 
Our dazzled fight their rival ſplendors tire, 

Nor know we which moſt juſtly to admire, 

(So like they ſhine in ev'ry noblet grace) 
The lovely parent, or her blooming race. 


Hence let us haſte to yonder rugged ſteep, 
Down whoſe grey ſides the plunging waters ſweep ; 
Or climb yon mountain, black with hanging wood, 
Round whoſe broad baſis winds the deep'ting flood, 
That, rolling thro' the ſpacious valley, ſhames, 
With its proud waves, the meaner tide of Thames. 
Such, Brown, the wonders of thy plaſtic hand ; 
The new creation ſprang at thy command ; 
And yon ſtupendous arch ſurveys his tide 
Aſtoniſh'd, ſpread with all an ocean's pride. 


Beneath thoſe elms, in Britain's elder time, 
O1d Chaucer pour'd his legendary rhyme : 
To hear his wond'rous tales, the lining moon 
Check'd her bright axle at its higheſt noon; 
While many a wood-nymph round the bard would throng, 
And dance reſponſive to his midnight ſong. 
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To theſe dear glooms, from battle's glorious toils, 


With honours laden, and triumphal ſpoils, 
Great Henry fled “, to loſe in beauty's charms 


The care of kingdoms, and the din of arms: 


To rapture here, and Roſamond reſign'd, 

New paſſions fir'd the royal Victor's mind: 
The cleareſt ſprings they ſought, the darkeſt groves, . 
And ev'ry bower was conſcious to their loves, 

But ſhort the bliſs unholy joys afford, 

His raging conſort ſeeks her abſent lord; 

And Roſamond, from love and Henry torn, 

Retires to weep in yondex glooms forlorn. 

Oh never more may guilty tranſports ſtain 

Theſe hallow'd haunts, nor jealous fires profane; 
But ev'ry future lord, like Spenſer, prove 

The ſweets of ſocial life, and ſpotleſs love! 


* Henry. the Second. 
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HERO AND LEANDER. 
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STRETCH'D on Abydos' folitary ſtrand, 
With eye erect to heay'n, and ſuppliant hand, 
Leander lay : the tempeſt blacker grew, 

And veil'd that heay'n for ever from his view ! 
He marks the boiſterous hurricanes that ſweep, 
With madd'ning rage, the ſurface of the deep : 
But fiercer ſtorms within his boſom roll, 

And furious guſts of paſſion tear his ſoul. 
Abſence and wild deſpair at once conſpire 

To ſwell the tumult, and inflame defire: 
Sudden he ſtarts, and thus, in frantic mood, 


Pours his loud plaints to the remorſeleſs flood. 


% Thou reſtleſs deep, whoſe hoſtile waves divide 


« Aneager lover, and his anxious bride, 


* 


Ah ceaſe thy rage; ye tempeſts rave no more, 


Nor bar my paſſage to the wiſh'd- for ſhore: 


Much have I borne beneath your bleak domain, 


As each dark eve I croſs'd the watry plain, 


„Raging 
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© Raging with fierce, impatient fires, to ſhare 
© The fond embraces cf my abſent fair: 
„ Witneſs thou friendly torch, whoſe glimmering light 


Chear'd the dull horrors of the duſky night; 


« Witneſs ye conſcious tow'rs, that oft have ſeen 

« The trembling tranſports of your love- ſick queen; 
&© When in her arms my dropping limbs ſhe preſt, 
« And claſp'd me breathleſs, fainting to her breaſt. 
*« Dear, tranſient ſcenes! but ah! muſt never more 
« Theſe eyes with rapture view the Thracian ſhore? 
&« Shall intervening ſeas, and adverſe wind, 

* Damp or reſtrain the lover's active mind? 


« No, let me plunge amidſt the foam, and brave 


All the wild fury of the daſhing wave: 


« Soon on yon cliffs ſhall blaze my well-known guide, 


While Hero's name ſhall bear me thro' the tide. 


Fir'd at the ſound, my ſoul within me burns, 


% And danger, toil and fate indignant ſpurns.“ 


He ſpake, and ruſhing down the rocky ſteep, 
Plung'd in the boſom of the hoary deep. 


| Now darkneſs, brooding o'er the vaſt profound, 
Had ſpread her dragon wing oe'r all around : 


The 


1 


The pale moon ſunk amidit the tenfold night, 
And ev'ry ſtar with-held its chearing light: 


Deſcending torrents, mix'd with ruddy flame, 


Roar'd to the howling blaſt in loud acclaim; 


The pealing thunders broke thro' heav'n's cleft plain, 


And ſhook the caverns of the groaning main ; 
Nor ceas'd the lightnings, with deſtructive glare, 
To flaſh impetuous thro' the duſky air. 

Leander, frantic with amaze and dread, 

A midit the billows rear'd his languid head, 

And ſought the faithful lamp, but none appear'd, 
And not a ray the dark horizon chear'd, 

Save where the lightning ſhot a dreadful gleam, 
Or ſparkles gliſten'd on the glowing ſtream, 

In vain to heav'n he lifts. his haggard eyes, 

Adds vow to vow, and wearies Jove with cries :: 
No pitying God would grant a lover's pray'r, 

Nor Venus hear his wailings of deſpair. 

He next invokes old Neptune to his aid, 

And ev'ry nymph, and ev'ry blue-ey'd maid, 
In vain; relentleſs fate had ſeal'd his doom; 


The deep, to whelm him, opes her yawning womb. 


Exhauſted 
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Exhauſted with fatigue, at length he gave 


His languid limbs to float along the wave; 


Then, heaving from his breaſt a mighty ſigh, 


Exclaim'd, «© Tis heaven's decree, and I muſt die: 
«© Muſt die, my Hero, cre theſe circling arms 


« Once more, in thine, embrace an angel's charms, 


0 


Ve cruel winds, ye ſportive tempeſts, hear 


c 


* 


Theſe my laſt words, and waft them to my dear. 


c 


* 


Tell her, not all your rage combin'd could move 
« 'This conſtant ſoul, nor quench the fire of love: 
« Tell her, for her J brav'd the boiſt'rous tide, 

« For her the madneſs of the ſtorm—and died.” 
He ſaid; and darkneſs ruſhing on his ſight, 

Wrapt the pale lover in eternal night. 


Hero meanwhile, with anxious cares oppreſt, 
A thouſand paſſions ſtruggling in her breaſt, 
Paſs'd in ſuſpenſe her tedious hours away, 


The night in watching, and in tears the day. 
Now, from the higheſt tow'r ſhe ſtretch'd, with pain, 


Her eager eyes o'er all the boundleſs main ; 
Now with her ſlaves from room to room ſhe flics, 
Till the wide dome reſounded with their cries. 


D'2 


* 
At length ſhe paus'd, her ſtrength began to fail, 


And thus ſhe ſpake, with ſaultering lips and pale— 


« Dear partners of my grief, who m re than ſhare 


c 


In all the complicated pangs I bear, 


« Did ever wretch ſuch various tortures know, 


Toil with like cares, or bend with equal woe? 


I fink, I fink beneath the mighty weight, 

« And yield me to the torrent of my fate— 
„Thrice hath the moon her nightly journey roll'd, 
«« Nor yet theſe arms the lovely youth infold ; 
Perhaps, already, welt'ring on the wave, 

«© Ofer his pale head the circling billows rave. 

« Hah there Il ſee him mangled, gaſh'd, and torn, 
Wide o'er the howling waſte of waters borne. 

I ſee him daſh'd againſt the rocky ſhore, 


His beauteous limbs all black with wounds and gore: 


Help, help, ye powers l the fainting princeſs ſaid, 
And her ſlaves bear her to the royal bed. 


In vain ſhe ſtrove her languid eye to cloſe, 
And loſe the ſenſe of grief in ſweet repoſe, 
Such dreadful ſcenes within her boſom wrought, 


And doubt and terror darken ev'ry thought: 


Before 
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Before her ſight the ghaſtly phantom ſtood, 
All deadly pale, and ſmear'd with clotted blood; 
Dreadful it ſmil'd, as o'er her proſtrate charms 
It ſeem'd to hang, and ſtretch its empty arms. 
The gloomy viſion fir'd her madd'ning brain, 
And wilder horror ſhot thro' ev'ry vein, 
She ſtarted from the couch in wild deſpair,. 
Beat her white breaſt and tore her raven hair; 
Then, ruſhing forth, the rocky heights aſcends, 
Where wideſt o'er the wave the turret bends; 
Rolling her fiery eyes from ſide to fide, 
Soon as her lover's floating corpſe ſhe ſpied, 
Headlong ſhe darted from the giddy ſteep, 


And ſunk for ever in the whelming deep. 
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HINDA; an Eaſtern Elegy. 


LED by the ſtar of evening's guiding fires, 
That ſhone ſerene on Aden's lofty ſpires, 
Young Agib trod the ſolitary plain, 


Where groves of ſpikenard greet his ſenſe in vain : 
In wealth o'er all the neighbouring {wains ſupreme, 
For manly beauty ev'ry virgin's theme; 

But no repoſe his anxious boſom found, 

Where ſorrow cheriſh'd an eternal wound. 

The frequent ſigh, wan look, and frantic ſtart, 
Spoke the deſpair that prey'd upon his heart. 

The haunts of men no more his ſteps invite, 

Nor India's treaſures give his ſoul delight. 

In fields and deep'ning ſhades he ſought relief, 


And thus diſcharg'd the torrent of his grief. 


Ve ſwains, that thro' the bow'rs of pleaſure rove, 
« Ye nymphs, that range the myrtle glades of love, 
Forgive a wretch, whoſe feet your bow'rs prophane, 


« Where joy alone and happy lovers reign : 
* But 
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© But oh! this breaſt inceſſant cares corrode, 
And urge my fainting ſteps to death's abode! 
Joyleſs to me the ſeaſons roll away, 

—* Exhauſted nature hurries to decay ; 


« Day's chearful beams for me in vain return, 


For me the ſtars of heav'n neglected burn: 


In vain the flow'rs in wild luxuriance blow, 


A 


In vain the fruits with purple radiance glow ; 


A 


In vain the harveſt groans, the vintage bleeds, . 


A 


Grief urges grief, and toil to toil ſucceeds : 


A 


Since ſhe whoſe preſence bade the world be gay, 


"An 


Whoſe charms gave luſtre to the brighteſt day, 

* HINDA, once faireſt of the virgin train, 

* Who haunt the foreſt, or who range the plain, 
sleeps where the boughs of yon black cypreſs wave, 
And ] am left to languiſh at her grave! 


To that dear ſpot, when day's declining beam 
* Darts from yon ſhining towers a farewell gleam, 
« Conſtant as eve, my ſorrows I renew, | 
* And mix my tears with the deſcending dew, 
Ihe laſt ſad debt to buried beauty pay, 
* Kils the cold ſhrine, and claſp the mould'ring clay. 
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Far other ſounds this conſcious valley heard, | 4 
Far other vows theſe ardent lips preferr'd, i 
* When ſick with love, and eager to embrace 


Beauties unrivall'd but by angel grace, 


* 


I madden'd as I gaz'd o'er all her charms, 


"oh 


And hail'd my HINDA to a bridegroom's arms. 


I printed on her lips an haſty kiſs, 


A 


The pledge of ardent love and future bliſs; 


A 


Her glowing bluſhes fann'd the ſecret fire, 


* 


Gave life to love, and vigour to deſire 


A 


Then, when the tear, warm trickling down my cheek, a 15 


KA 


Spoke the full language paſſion could not ſpeak, 


A 


Our mutual tranſport feal'd the nuptial rite, 


A 


Heay' n witneſs'd, and approv'd the chaſte delight— _ | * 
«« Prepare, I cried, prepare the nuptial feaſt, 
«© Bring all the treaſures of the rifled Eaſt : 
«© The choiceſt gifts of ev'ry clime explore, 


« Let * Aden yield her tributary ſtore ; 


* Aden and Saba are both cities of Arabia Felix, celebrated for the gardens and 'picy 
woods with which * are ſurrounded. 


« Let 
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« Let Saba all her beds of ſpice unfold, 
« And Samarcand ſend gems, and India gold, 
To deck a banquet worthy of the bride, 
« Where mirth ſhall be the gueſt, and love preſide, 


“ Full fifty ſteeds I boaſt of ſwifteſt pace, 


&« Fierce in the fight, and foremoſt in the race. 


« Slaves too I have, a numerous, faithful band, 

« And heay'n hath giv'n me wealth with laviſh hand: 
« Yet never have I heap'd an uſeleſs ſore, 

Nor ſpurn'd the needy pilgrim from my door; 

« And, ſkill'd alike to wield the crook or ſword, 

© I ſcorn the mandate of the proudeſt lord. 

© O'er my wide vales a thouſand camels bound, 

« A thouſand ſheep my fertile hills ſurround ; | 

« For her amidſt the ſpicy ſhrubs they feed, 


For her the choiceſt of the flock ſhall bleed: 


* Of poliſh'd chryſtal ſhall a goblet ſhine, 
« The ſurface mantling with the richeſt wine; 
* And on its ſides with * Omman's pearls inlaid, 


Full many a tale of love ſhall be pourtray d: 


The ſea of Omman bounds Arabia on the ſouth, and is celebrated by the Eaſtern Poets 
for the beauty of the peails it produces. 
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Heſper ſhall riſe and warn us to be gone, 
Yet will we revel' till the breaking dawn; 
Nor will we heed the morn's unwelcome light, 


Nor our joys finiſh with returning night. 


Not Georgia's nymphs can with my love compare, 
Like jet, the ringlets of her muſky hair: 

Her ſtature like the palm, her ſhape the pine, 
Her breaſts like ſwelling chiſters'of the vine; 
Fragrant her breath as Hadramnt's perfume, 
And her cheeks ſhame the damaſk roſe's bloom. 
Black, ſoft, and full, her eyes ſerenely roll, 
And ſeem the liquid manſion! of her ſoul. 
Who ſhall deſcribe her lips, where rabies glow, 
Her teeth like ſhining! drops of pureſt ſnow ? 
Beneath her honey'd tongue perſuàſion lies, 
And her voice breathes the ſtrains of Paradiſe, _ 


« A bower I have, where branching almonds ſpread, 
Where all the ſcaſons all their bounties ſhed ; 

The gales of life amidſt the- branches. play, 

And muſic burſts from ev'ry vocal ſpray, 

Its verdant fovt a ſtream of amber laves, 


And o'er it Love his guardian banner waves: 


© There 
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«« There ſhall our days, our nights in pleaſure glide, 


« Friendſhip ſhall live when paſſion's joys ſubſide ; 
« Increaſing years improve our mutual truth, 


And age give ſanction to the choice of youth.“ 


* Thus fondly Iof fancied raptures ſung, 
© And with my ſong the eladden'd valley rung. 
© But fate, with jealous eye, beheld our joy. 
© Smil'd to deceive, and flatter'd to deſtroy ; 

« Swift as the ſhades of night the viſion fled, 

© Grief was the gueſt, and death the banquet ſpread, 
A burning fever on her vitals prey'd, 
Defied Love's efforts, baffled med'cine's aid, 
And from theſe widow'd arms a treaſure tore, 


Beyond the price of empires to reſtore. 


What have I left, what portion but deſpair, 
Long days of woe, and nights of endleſs care? 
While others live to love, I live to weep; 
Will ſorrow burſt the grave's eternal fleep ? 
Will all my pray'rs the ſayage tyrant move 
To quit his prey, and give me back my love? 
If far, far hence, I take my haſty flight, 

* Seek other haunts, and ſcenes of ſoft delight, 
E 2 


( 28 ] 

* Amidſt the crouded mart her voice I herr 
And ſhed, unſeen, the ſolitary tear; 
« Muſic exalts her animating ſtrain, l 
And beauty rolls her radiant eye in vain: 

All that was muſic fled with Hinda's breath, 


And beauty's brighteſt eyes are clos'd in death! *' + 


I pine in darkneſs for the ſolar rays, 

© Yet loath the ſun, and ficken at his blaze; 

* Then curſe the light, and curſe the lonely gloom, 
* While unremitting ſorrow points the tomb. 


* oy o 


Oh! Hinda, brighteſt of the black-ey'd maids, 


* That ſport in paradiſe' embow'ring ſhades, 
From golden boughs where bend ambroſial fruits, 
* And fragrant waters waſh th' immortal roots; 
Oh from the bright abodes of purer day, 

The proſtrate Agib at thy tomb ſurvey ; 

< Behold me with unceaſing vigils pine, 

My youthful vigour waſte with ſwift decline; 
My hollow eye behold, and faded face, 
Where health but lately ſpread her ruddy grace 
] can no more—this ſabre ſets me free; 


© This gives me back to rapture, love and thee, 


Firm 
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Firm to the ſtroke its ſhining edge bare, 


The lover's laſt ſad ſolace in deſpair. 


A 


Go, faithful ſteel, act ling'ring nature's part, 


A 


Bury thy bluſhing point within my heart ; 


Drink all the life that warms theſe drooping veins, 
And baniſh at one ſtroke a thouſand pains, 

© Haſte thee, dear charmer; catch my gaſping breath, 
And chear with miles the barren; glooms of death! 
* 'Tis done the gates of Paradiſe expand—- .. 
* Attendant Houri ſeize my trembling hand—.. 
I paſs the dark, inhoſpitable ſhore. 


- 


And, Hinda, thou art mine to patt no more. 
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THE PROSPECT OF LIFE: 


AN OD E. 


T rov, in whoſe breaft ambitious tranſports burn, 
And ye, who waſte the vigour of your age | 

In fruitleſs wiſhes to protract the date, 

Aſſign'd to life by unrelenting fate; - 

Ah from the ſcenes of ſplendid folly turn, 
And mark her mirror in this faithful page. 


What tho', blind wretch, along her dang'rous tide, 
Sportive, the thoughtleſs and the giddy glide ; 

Or, led by folly's meteor light aſtray, 
Securely wanton round the verdant ſhore : 


How are they ſwept by ſudden fates away, 


Or break like bubbles and are heard no more! 
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But if thou wilt the untried ocean date, 
For rougher ſtorms thy ſhatter'd bark prepare, 
When all thy boaſted {kill ſhall fail; | 
For many a rock lurks unperceiy d beneath, 
And know,—creation teems with various death, 
With ſecret treaſures of exhauſtleſs woe, 
That o'er the deareſt joys of man prevail, 
And cruſh the happineſs of all below. 


Behold the circling elements conſpire - 
To hurry hapleſs mortals to the tomb, 
Leagued to deſtroy, earth, ocean, air, and fire, 


With active violence urge on their doom. 


Deeply convuls'd with thunder's awful found, 


See the cleft earth diſcloſe her yawning womb, 


And whelm whole empires in the gulph profound ! 


Eruptive thro' the midnight air 
Fell comets flaſh, and vivid lightnings glare, 
Smiting with death the guiltleſs victim's head, 
Or ruſhing whirlwinds deſolate the plain, 
Where Afric's barren waſte expands, 
And caravans, with nations in their train, 


Promiſcuous bury in the burning ſands. 
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But who ſhall ocean's countleſs wrecks — 32 


The myriads welt' ring on her tottmy bed? 
Stupendous tomb of half the hutman race, 
That ſleep unwept by one funereal verſe, 


One mournful tear their obſequies to grace ! 


0 te 


From ſcenes of public terror turn thy view; 
Fate's thoufand ills in humbler ſcenes purſue : 
Extend thy glance thro' ev'ry various ſtage, 
From childhood's follies up to doating age 
What then is life, but one vaſt chearleſs maze, 

Where blinded man in error ſtrays; ; 
Alternate ſport of joy and ſorrow, 
To-day triumphant, and oppreſs'd to-morrow ?. 
Firſt let thine eye attentive ſcan 
What nameleſs woes thy ſteps await; 
Ere ripening years mature thee into man, 
And darken ev'ry proſpect of delight: 
Scarce has the frail inhabitant of clay, 8 
*Midft toil and danger, ſtruggled into day; 


But infant ſcreams too well declare 


The wretched babe misfortune's fated heir. 4 
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Perhaps he falls her early prey; 
And ſinks untimely to the grave; 
But if his tender head her fury brave, 

And fate this happieſt boon deny, 

A thouſand furies hover nigh, 
In haſt'ning years, their certain prey to ſeize : 
A thouſand ravening paſſions ready ſtand, 
Each with a whip of ſcorpions in his hand ; 
Theſe, with united rage, his boſom ſting, 

Blaſt all his hopes, and poiſon ev'ry ſpring 
Whence genuine rapture had begun to flow, 

And ſpread an univerſal blank of woe l 
While unaſſuag'd and piercing pains, 

The monſtrous race of peſtilent diſeaſe, 
Infuriate ruſh thro” all his throbbing veins, 

To madneſs ev'ry frantic pulſe inflame, 
And writhe with agony his tortur'd frame. 
Then viſionary fears his ſoul affright; 

He {inks in ſuperſtition's tenfold night. 


Now let the muſe exalt her ſtrain ; 
Let martial clangors drown the yoice of pain : 
Behold him, now, in life 8 meridian ſtate, | 
When all che ſyren pleaſures round him wait; 
F 
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His cheeks with health and manly beauty glow, 
And valour frowns upon his dauntleſs brow : 
What tho', inflam'd with glory's charms, 
He ruſhes at the trumpet's call to arms, 0 
And gains the ſhining plume of bigh renown? 
Perhaps, the loftieſt ſummit gain'd, 
With ev'ry bold, ambitious wiſh obtain'd, 
He triumphs in his foes o'erthrown, 
And boaſts the ſplendors of a raviſh'd crown: 
Yet ſoon the littering phantom flies, 
The widow's moan hath pierc'd the ſkies: 
Some freſh uſurper riſes to confound 
His tow'ring pride; and fortune's changeful frown 


Tumbles the victim of her vengeance down, 


But thus to triumph, thus to fall, | 
Ts not the guilty, glorious lot of all : 

Yet ev'ry breaſt with various paſſion burns, 
And the ſad proſpect till thro' life returns. 

Does ſcience court thee? ah the wiſh forego, 
For added knowledge is but added woe ; 

Error and doubt diſtract the ſchoolman's mind, 


Happier, tho' humbler, reſts th untutor'd hind. 
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In ſenſual joys you plunge, but plunge in vain, 
No heartfelt pleaſures are to theſe allied; 
The feſtive board unſeen diſeaſes ſtain, 
And ſorrow floats amidſt the crimſon tide. 


Does beauty fire thee? know, that ſicklieſt fiow'r 
Blooms and expires, the product of an hour ! 

Bright, but to periſh ; blooming, but to fade; 
The lovelieſt check that ever wak'd deſire, 

The brighteſt eye muſt ſoon its charms reſign ; 
Reſign at once their luſtre and their fire, 

And hide their glories in eternal ſhade ! 


But ſay, do baſer tranſports warm thy ſoul, 


Ambitious till to ſwell thy ſhining ſtore, 
And, mines exhauſted, yet athirſt for more? 
Take then the utmoſt wiſh that ſoul can frame; 
For thee, her treaſures let Pactolus roll, 
For thee, the diamonds of Golconda flame : 
Yet Oh! when death ſhall lift the threaten'd dart, 
When keen remorſe, for all the victims ſlain 
To ſatiate thy unboanded thirſt for gain, 
Plunges her fiery talon in thy heart; 
2 b' Ding! D125 Win 
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Will theſe remorſeleſs Proſerpine aſſuage, iy : a 
Will theſe allay the boſom fury 8 rage! S 


Ah! why the catalogue of its profong, 


And ſwell with complicated woes the ſong ? © Lag Re ' ll 
Recount thoſe darker moments of deſpair, th 
When all the paſſions, fierce and unconfin'd, 
Ruſh with the tempeſt's fury on the mind, = 
And reaſon, headlong, from her ſtation bear : * 


When poverty to ev'ry other pang 


Adds her keen edge —preſents an infant train, 
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Who with imploring eyes around thee hang, 
And raiſe their ſuppliant plaints for bread in vain : 
Stern fate, perhaps, determin'd to deſtroy 

All that was precious, all thou wiſh'd to fave, 
And cruſh at once the ſource of ey'ry joy— 
Blaſts the young conſort blooming in thy arms, 
Nips in the bud.a daughter's op'ning charms, £1 


Or gives thy boſom friend to an untimely grave. 


Then, ev'ry ſource of genuine comfort dead, 
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Youth's fire extinct, and manhood's vigour fled, 
To cloſe the dreary ſcene, enfeebling age, 


With fault'ring foot, and furraw'd front appears, 
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Jealous, miſtruſtful, impotent; oppreſs d 


With never- ceaſing doubts and groundleſs fears, 
Without one hope to warm the languid breaſt, 

Thy toil to ſoften, or thy grief aſſuage. 

The pow'rs of memory fail; the balls of ſight, 


« With dim ſuffuſion veil'd,” no more retain 
Their ſparkling beams, but ſhed a doubtful light. 
No more the deafen'd ears can drink the ſound 

Of plaintive lute, or ſoftly-warbling lyre : 

The nervous arms no longer dart around 

The brandiſh'd javelin, or avenging fire. 
Fall'n is their boaſted might, and nought remains 

As life's laſt remnant moments tedious flow, 

But black reſerves of unexhauſted pains, 


And ſad ſucceſſive ſcenes of length'ning woe 


VERSES 


L 38] 


4 + © 
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VERSE S written in the Year 1774. 


WHAT ſhouts were thoſe; what fierce and martial train 
& Ruſhes to war in yon embattled plain ? | | 
“Ah whence thoſe flames that brighten all the coaſt, 
% And light to vengeance. each devoted hoſt ? 

« Oh! ſcene of guilt, that blots the ſick ning day! 

« And muſt a parent's eyes that ſcene ſurvey? 


„My ſons, my ſons, in impious fight engage, 

«« And brothers madden with forbidden rage.“ 
Thus from the boſom of th' Atlantic tide, 

While at her voice th' obſequious waves divide, 
Slow-riſing, Britain's guardian Genius ſaid; 
And tore th' eternal laurels from her head. 

Her foot ſhe fix'd upon the rocky ſteep, 

Where * Boſton's barrier cliffs o'erhang the deep: 
In vain ſhe ſtretch'd her anxious eyes around, 


To the broad horizon's remoteſt bound ; 


- 


* Theſe rocks are at the entiance of the bay, and are ſv many and dangerous as to allow 


cnly one ſafe approach to the harbour, through a channel hardly wide enough to admit two 
ſhips to ſail in abreaſt, 
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The ſmiling fields, the peopled marts to trace 
The happy haunts of her once favour'd race. 

I hoſe fields, thoſe marts; were now a deſart grown, 
Their beauty vaniſh'd, and their pride o'erthrown. 
Inſtant the warrior fluſh, that wont to ſtreak 
With glowing crimſon her immortal cheek, 
Exchang'd for deadly pale its radiant dies, 

And the keen lightnings languiſh'd in her eyes; 
The ſhield of glory trembled in her hand, 

Her ſpear ſhe daſh'd upon the ſtony ſtrand : 

And as ſhe view'd the deſolated plain, 


Pour'd from her burſting heart this plaintive ſtrain. 


« Ah, fatal fields! where, erſt the choſen band, 
Fir'd by my voice, and led by freedom's hand, 


La) 


c 


* 


Thro' wild untrodden deſarts burſt their way, 


Where yelling ſavages in ambuſh play; 


6 


* 


Where the grim wolf lay dormant in the brake, 


« 


And vengeance ſparkled from the trampled ſnake 


© Ah race unworthy thoſe immortal fires, 


i Debas'd their virtues, tho' not quench'd their fires, 


* 


Ye, who thoſe ſpears with brother's blood have ſtain'd ;; 
What nights of toil and days of battle gain'd, 


* 
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i To murd'rous diſcord have refign'd a prey, 
And marr'd the toil of ages in a day. 

e Dar'd they, for this, the polar winter's ſnow ; 
- & For this, the burning ſun's intenſer glow ? 


e For this did many a hero ſtrew the plain, 
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© When * Potowmack ran purple to the main? | 1 
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For this, my Wolfe his life victorious pour, 
And Braddock periſh on a barb'rous ſhore ? 
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Behold, my ſons, this wounded breaſt I bare, 


c 


Ah ceaſe theſe ſtreaming wounds afreſh to tear! 
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From you they came; and ev'ry hoſtile dart 
Drinks my warm life, and rankles at my heart. ; 
% Sheathe, ſheathe your ſwords ; or, if the rage of fight 
« Fill my bold race with ſuch ſevere delight, | 
& (For well I know what martial ardors roll 
In breaſts like yours, and fire the warrior ſoul) | : 
e Haſte to the fields where fairer glory calls; ; 
e Haſte, hurl your thunder round Havannah's walls, 


Once more inſulting Spain ſhall flee with dread, 


« And haughty Bourbon bow the ſtubborn head. 


_ * Potowmack is a conſiderable river of Virginia, where the firſt ſettlers eſtabliſhed their 


colony, after ſurmounting every obſtacle of an unknown country and a ſavage enemy. 
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I Inſpir'd 
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© Inſpir'd with dark revenge, and rival hate, 


A © 'They plan deſtruction for my fav'rite ſtate : 


* 


« Eager to cruſh a pow'r, their ſcourge and ſhame, 


4 


With hell's dire arts your diſcords they inflame; 


Till civil torches light them on their ways. 


c 


And hoſts reſiſtleſs ſeize th' unguarded prey. 


But ſhall my Britons, whoſe exalted name 


Shines on the bright record of nobler fame ; 


Shall the bold ſons of freedom and the waves, 


Shrink at the nod of Gaul's imperious ſlaves ? 
© A race for treacherous arts alone renown'd, 

Who know of honour nothing ſave the ſound ; 
« But vers'd in flatt'ry, and. grimace, and guile, 


* Betray with bows, and murder with a ſmile : 


Shall theſe rule Britons ? Firſt, ye lightnings, ſweep 
Theſe blaſted cliffs, and whelm them in the deep. 


+4! 1 ( 
What tho' no ſoft Juxurious arts ye boaſt, 


a Rough like your native clime, and rugged coaſt, | 


Ye glory in the nobler arts of truth, 


“ And manlier paſſions fire your vig'rous youth; 


Courage is theirs, and noble thirſt of fame, 


6 


Virtue's ſtrong throb, and honour's virgin flame: 
G 


© Theſe 
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« 'Theſe are your bulwark, and when theſe ſhall fall, 
« Britons ſhall crouch the abject ſlaves of Gaul. 


«© Have ye forgotten Creſly's glorious field, 
„Where my lov'd Henry rais'd the warrior Fe; 
„Where glory's ſelf his victor armies led, 

« And with three crowns adorn'd his royal head? 
«© Before him ſee her glittering ſtandard borne, 

« Her laurels blaſted, and her lilies torn; 
<« See at bis feet her captive monarch bow, 

« And wail the jewels raviſh'd from his brow. 

% Rouze, let rekindling fancy call to view 

© The coward heaps immortal Marlbro” flew; 


« His arm but rais'd, oppoling hoſts retire, 


« Or ſeek in death a regs from his ire. 


Methinks I ſee a train of heroes riſe, 


Flames in their hands, and terrors in their eyes; 


Revenge! r they ſhout, and tow rds Havannah's ſpires 


« Wave their red arms, and point "their hoſtile fires. 


«© Rouze then, my ſons, nor heed the ſullen roar, 
„ Which jealous faction yells around your ſhore: 
Soon ſhall the hydra ſpend her pois nous breath, 
« By me dragg'd howling to the gates of death. 
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« Once more, in arms united as in mind, 
ce Be firm, and brave the powers of earth combin'd : 
ce Gallia ſhall ſhrink aghaſt, and vaunting Spain 


&« Strive with the miſtreſs of the world in vain.” 


She ſpake ; the luſtre to her eye return'd, 
Her cheek with renovated crimſon burn'd ; 
Eager ſhe graſp'd th' unconquerable blade, 
And all the terrors of her ſhield diſplay'd: 
Then ſwiftly plung'd in Ocean's mighty bed, 
And the bright billows ſparkled o'er her head. 
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VERSE 5$S intended 4s a PR OL O GU E 
To the TRACHINIANS of 80O0PHOCLES, 


Performed by the Scholars of the Rev, Mr. PARR, at Stanmore 


in Middleſex. ” 


TN E ſon of Jove, with anxious qualms oppreſs'd, 


To ſoothe the manes of his murder'd gueſt, 

In willing exile roves to diſtant climes: 

Strange doctrines theſe to rognes of modern times; | 
Whom ſcarce ſtern juſtice can expel the land, 

Tho' ſteady Mansfield guide her vengeful hand. 

But what you'll think more ſtrange, he takes his wife, 
To ſwell the ſorrows of his future life. 

As on they journey, ſilent, penſive, ſlow, 

Hearts full of grief, and eyes that ſtream with woe, 
A river ſtopp'd their courſe—ye powers divine! 

How could you thwart ſo pious a deſign ? 

The Hero paus'd, the Lady gave a ſcream, 

At length appear'd the genius of the ſtream : 

A huge miſhapen clown, with face of braſs, 

That well might for an Iriſh porter pals : 
Nn-Nn-Nngcoc,l think—confound the barb'rous name, 
Like Hercules himſelf in ſtrength and fame, 

Acroſs his ſhoulders our fair heroine ſtrode, 


And thus in triumph thro' the billows rode. 
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One would have thought the waters might aſſuage 
The monſter's heat, and cool his brutiſh rage; 
But ſpite of all, this huge, this ill- form'd wight, 
Dar'd utter words, ſo rude and unpolite 
Dar'd offer things ſo ſhocking to be told, 
As made the prudiſh lady's blood run cold 
To ſuch a height increas'd his vile deſire, 
It rouz'd the watchful huſband's jealous ire, 
Who, inſtant as he reach'd th' oppoſing ſhore, 
Hurl'd the ſwift arrow, dipt in pois'nous gore, 
That ſtopp'd the faithleſs miſcreant in his flight, 
And ſent him howling to the ſhades of night! 
But ere the laſt pang heav'd his ſtubborn breaſt, 
With rage, with anguiſh, and revenge oppreſs'd, 
The Centaur thus the trembling dame addreſs'd : 
« If Cer thy huſband wander from thy arms, 
« Or gaze with fondneſs on another's charms ; 
This veſtment ſprinkled with my blood, ſhall prove 
* A pow'rful charm, and bind him to thy love.“ 


Sage counſel ; which our Heroine did not fail 
To ponder well, as mortal fleſh is frai 
Time prov'd her right; for ſoon this conſtant lord, 


So fond, ſo true, a neighb'ring nymph ador'd ; 


And 
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And while conflicting paſſions tear her breaſt, 
She ſends her faithleſs ſpouſe this fatal veſt : 
The envenom'd robe his tortur'd finews fires, A 


And the falſe wretch in dreadful pangs expires. 


Ladies, i'faith, theſe Grecian dames, I ween, 


Were full of ranc'rous ſpite, and deadly ſpleen ; 
Our Britiſh nymphs, of yore, were ſomewhat cruel, 
And flew their rival ſweethearts in a duel: 

But you, fair virgins, more polite and wiſe, 
Contented murder mortals, with your eyes. 

And, if neglectful of his ſpouſe at home, 

In theſe our days a huſband chance to roam; 

The prudent wife ſuch wanton vengeance ſcorns, 


And decks his temples with a brace of horns. 
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1 THE S$CHOOL-B OY. 
wr In the Manner of the Splendid Shilling. 
j TEHRICE happy he, whoſe hours the chearing ſmiles 
| 7 Of freedom bleſs; who wantons uncontroul'd 


Where eaſe invites, or pleaſure's ſyren voice; 

Him the ſtern tyrant with his iron ſcourge 

Annoys not, nor the dire oppreſſive weight 

Of galling chain; but when the bluſhing morn 

Purples the eaſt, with eager tranſport wild, 

O'er hill, o'er valley, on his panting ſteed 

He bounds exulting, as in full career 

With horns, and hounds, and thund'ring ſhouts he drives 
The flying ſtag ; or when the duſky ſhades 

Of eve, advancing veil the darkened ſky, 


To neighb'ring tavern, blithſome, he reſorts 


With boon companion, where they drown their cares 


| : In ſprightly bumpers, and the mantling bowl. 
ö l | Far otherwiſe within theſe darkſome walls, 
5 | Whoſe gates, with rows of triple ſteel ſecur'd, 
4 And many a bolt, prohibit all egreſs, 


I ſpend my joyleſs days; ere dawn appears; 
T; , | | Rous'd 
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Rous'd from my peaceful ſlumbers by the found 
Of awe-inſpiring bell, whoſe every ſtroke 
Chills my heart-blood, all trembling, I deſcend 
From dreary garret, round whoſe ancient roof, 
Gaping with hideous chinks, the whiſtling blaſt 
Perpetual raves, and fierce deſcending rains 
Diſcharge their fury Dire, lethargic dews 
Oppreſs my drowſy ſenſe ; ſtill fancy teems 
With fond, ideal joys, and, fir'd with what 

Or Poets ſing, or fabled tale records, = 
Prefents tranſporting viſions ; goblets crown'd. 
With juice of Nectar, or the food divine 

Of rich Ambroſia, tempting to the fight . 
While in the ſhade of ſome embow'ring gro. 

I lie reclin'd, or through Elyſian plains. '. 
Enraptur'd ſtray; where ev'ry plant and: flower 
Send forth an odorous ſmell, and all the air 


With ſongs of love and melody reſounds. 


0 


Meanwhile benumbing eold invades my joints, 


As with flow fault'ring footſteps I reſort 
To where, of antique mold, a lofty dome 


Rears its tremendous front ; here all at once 


From thouſand different tongues, a mighty hum. | 


Aſſaults my ears; loud as the diſtant roar | 
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Of tumbling torrents; or as in ſome mart 

Of public note, for traffic far renown'd, 
Where Jew with Grecian, Turk with African, 
Aſſembled, in one general peal unite 


Of dreadful jargon.— Strait on wooden bench 


I take my ſeat, and conn with ſtudious care 


Th' appointed taſks; o'er many a puzzling page 


Poring intent, and ſage Athenian bard, 
With dialect, and mood and tenſe perplex'd; 


And conjugations varied without end. 


When lo! with haughty ſtride (in ſize like him 
Who erſt extended on the burning lake, 
Lay floating many a rood ;) his ſullen brow, 
With low'ring frowns and fearful glooms o'ercaſt, - 
Enters the Pedagogue ; terrific fight! 
An ample ninefold peruke, ſpread immenſe, 
Luxuriant waving down his ſhoulders plays ; 
His hand a bunch of limber twigs ſuſtains, 
Call'd by the vulgar Birch, tartarean root, 
Whoſe rankling points, in blackeſt poiſon dipt, 
Inflict a mortal pain; and, where they light, 
A ghaſtly furrow leave.—Scar'd at the fight, | 

H e The 
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The buſtling multitude, with anxious hearts, 
Their ſtations ſeek.----A ſolemn pauſe enſues ; 

As when, of old, the monarch of the floods, 
Midſt raging hurricanes, and battling waves, 
Shaking the dreadful Trident, rear'd aloft 

His awful brow.---Sudden the furious winds 
Were huſh'd in peace, the billows ceas'd their rage: 
Or when, (if mighty themes, like theſe, allow 
An humble metaphor) the ſportive race 

Of nibbling heroes, bent on wanton play, 
Beneath the ſhelter of ſome well-ſtor'd barn, 

In many an airy circle wheel around; 

Some eye, perchance, in private nook conceal 'd, 
Beholds GRIMALKIN ; inſtant they diſperſe, 

In headlong flight, each to his ſecret cell; 

If haply he may ſcape impending fate. 


Thus ceas'd the gen'ral clamour; all remain. 


In filent terror wrapt, and thought profound. 


Meanwhile, the Pzdagogue throughout the dome: 
His fiery eyeballs, like two blazing ſtars, 
Portentous rolls, on ſome unthinking wretch, 

To ſhed their baleful influence; whilſt his voice 


Like thunder, ar the cannon's ſudden burſt, 


Three 
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Three times is heard, and thrice the roofs reſound ! 
A ſudden paleneſs gathers in my face; 
Through all my limbs a ſtiff'ning horror ſpreads, 


Cold as the dews of death, nor heed my eyes 
Their wonted function, but in ſtupid gaze 


Ken the fell monſter; from my trembling hands. 


The thumb-worn volume drops; oh dire preſage 


Of inſtant woe! for now the mighty ſound 
Pregnant with diſmal tidings, once again 

Strikes my aſtoniſh'd ears. Transfix'd with awe, 
And ſenſeleſs, for a time, I ſtand ; but ſoon, 

By friendly jog, or neighb'ring whiſper rous'd, 
Obey the dire injunction; ſtrait I looſe 
Depending brogues, and mount the lofty throne 
Indignant, or the back oblique aſcend 

Of ſorrowful compeer ; nor long delays 

The Monarch, from his palace ſtalking down, 
With viſage all inflam'd ; his ſable robe 

Sweeping 1n length'ning folds along the ground : 
He ſhakes his ſceptre, and the impending ſcourge 
Brandiſhes high; nor tears nor ſhrieks avail ; 

But with impetuous fury it deſcends, 


Imprinting horrid wounds, with fatal flow 


Of blood attended, and convulſive pangs. 


H 2 


Curſt 
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Curſt be the wretch, for ever doom'd to bear 
Infernal whippings; he, whoſe ſavage hands 
Firſt graſp'd theſe barbarous weapons, bitter cauſe 
Of foul diſgrace, and many a dolorous groan, 
To hapleſs ſchool-boy.—Could it not ſuffice 
I groan'd and toil'd beneath the merc'leſs weight, 
By ſtern relentleſs tyranny impos'd, 
But ſcourges too, and cudgels were reſerv'd 
To goad my harrow'd ſides: This wretched life 
Loading with heavier ills; a life expos'd 
To all the woes of hunger, toil, diſtreſs ; 
Cut off from evry genial ſource of bliſs; 
From ev'ry bland amuſement, wont to ſoothe 
The youthful breaſt ; except when father Time; 
In joyful change, rolls round the feſtive hour, 
That gives this meagre, pining figure, back 
To parent fondneſs, and its native roofs, 
Fir'd with the thought, then, then my tow'ring ſout 
Riſes ſuperior to its load, and ſpurns 
Its proud oppreſſors; frantic with delight, 
My fancy riots in ſucceſſive ſcenes 
Of bliſs and pleaſures : plans and ſchemes are laid 
How beſt the fleeting moments to improve, 


Nor loſe one portion of ſo rare a boon. 
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Wich thee, declining Sol; all hail, ye ſires 
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But ſoon, too ſoon, theſe glorious ſcenes are fled, 
Scarce one ſhort moon enjoy'd, (oh ! tranſient ſtate. 
Of ſublunary bliſs) by bitter change, 

And other ſcenes ſucceeded, what herce pangs 
Then rack my ſoul ; what ceaſeleſs floods of grief, 
Ruſh down my cheeks, while ſtrong convulſive throbs 
Heave all my frame, and choak the power of ſpeech. 
Forlorn I ſigh, nor heed the gentle voice | 
Of friend or ſtranger, who, with ſoothing words, 
And ſlender gift, would fain beguile my woes : 

In vain; for what can aught avail to ſoothe 

Such raging anguiſh! Oft with ſudden glance: 
Before my eyes in all its horrors glares 

That well-known form, and oft I ſeem to hear 

The thund'ring ſcourge Ah me! een now I feel 
Its deadly venom, raging as the pangs 

That tore Alcides, when the burning veſt 

Prey'd on his waſted ſides.— At length return'd. 
Within theſe hated walls, again I mourn | . 

A ſullen pris'ner, till the wiſh'd approach 

Of joyous holiday or feſtive play. | 

Releaſes me: ah ! freedom that muſt end 


For ſanctity renown d, whoſe glogious names 
In 
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+ my { In large conſpicuous characters pourtray'd, 977 | 
4 i | Adorn the annual chronologic page | 
| fi : | Of Wing or Partridge; oft when ſore oppreſt 1 | 
i 11 5 With dire calamities, the glad return * 
1 | ö Of your triumphant feſtivals, hath chear'd 
12 u{ My drooping ſoul ; nor be thy name forgot, Un 
| 14 k Illuſtrious George, for much to thee I owe 
. 6 1 Of heart- felt rapture, as with loyal zeal N 
1 13 Glowing, I pile the crackling bonfire high, 


Or hurl the mounting rocket thro' the air, 
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Or fiery whizzing ſerpent; thus thy name 
Shall ſtill be honour'd, as thro' future years 


The circling ſeaſons roll their feſtive round! 
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Sometimes, by dire compulſive hunger preſs'd, 
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I ſpring the neighb'ring fence, and ſcale the trunk: 

Of apple-tree ; or wide, o'er-flow'ry lawns, 

By hedge ci thicket, bend my haſty ſteps, 

Intent, with ſecret ambuſh, to ſurprize | 

The ſtraw- built neſt, and unſuſpeQing brood 

Of Thruſh or Bullfinch ; oft with watchful ken 
Ryeing the backward lawns, leſt hoſtile glance 

Obſerve my footſteps, while each ruſtling leaf, 


Stirr'd by the gentle gale, alarms my fears: 
Then, 
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| ! Then, parch'd beneath the burning heats of noon, 
| 4 | I plunge into the limpid ſtream, that laves 
» i The filent vale, or on its graſſy banks 
10 Beneath ſome oak's majeſtic ſhade, recline: 


Envying the vagrant fiſhes, as they paſs 
Their boon of freedom; till the diſtant ſound. 


Of tolling Curfew warns me to depart, 


Thus under tyrant power I groan, oppreſs'd 
With worſe than ſlavery; yet my free- born ſoul 
Her native warmth forgets not, nor will brook. 
Menace or taunt from proud inſulting. peer : 
But ſummons to the field the doughty foe 
In fingle combat, midſt th' impartial throng, | : 
There to decide our fate. Oft too-enflum'd. 
With mutual rage, two rival armics meet 


Of youthful warriors ; kindling at the ſight, 


My ſoul is fill'd with vaſt heroic thoughts, 


1 Truſting, in martial glory, to ſurpaſs 
q 1 Roman or Grecian chief; inſtant, with ſhouts. 
| 1 The mingling {quadrons Join the horrid fray ;. 3. 
0 No need of cannon, or the murd'rous ſteel, 


Wide-waſting; nature, rage our arms ſupplies.. 


Fragments of rocks are hurl'd, and ſhowers of ſtones- 


by 3 Obſcure: 


"E801 
Obſcure the day; nor teſs the brawny arm, 

Or knotted club avail : high in the midſt 

Are ſeen the mighty Chiefs, thro' hoſts of foes 
Mowing their way; and now, with tenfold rage, 
The combat burns, full many a languine ſtream 
Diſtains the field, and many a veteran brave 
Lies proſtrate; loud triumphant ſhouts aſcend 
By turns from either hoſt; each claims the palm 
Of glorious conqueſt ; nor till night's dun ſhades 
Involve the ſky, the doubtful conflict ends. 


Thus when rebellion ſhook the thrones of heav'n, 


And all th' eternal powers in battle met, 


High o'er the reſt, with vaſt gigantic ſtrides, 

The godlike leaders, on th' embattled plain, 
Came tow'ring, breathing forth revenge and fate ; 
Nor leſs terrific join'd the inferior hoſts 

Of angel warriors, when encount ring hills, 

Tore the rent concave,—flaſhing with the blaze 
Of fiery arms, and lightnings, not of Jove; 

All heav'n reſounded, and th' aſtoniſh'd deeps 


Of chaos bellow'd with the PAC JOE roar. 
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Pare NT of light and ſong, whatever name, 
Phcebus, or Mithras, more delight thine ear; 

The Muſe, with rapture, hails thy riſing beams, 
Burſt from her drear confinement, where the hand 
Of vaunting tyranny repreſt her rage, 


And damp'd her flagging wing, now borne aloft 


To milder regions, and more genial ſoils. 


No more the Pædagogue, with brandiſh'd rod, 
Annoys my ſides, nor ſtuns with deathful ſounds 
My ſtartled ears; for now, with tranſport heard, 
The joyful mandate ſummons me away, 

To where fam'd Iſis rolls her laureate wave; 


On whoſe gay banks an ancient city ſtands, 


Crown'd with an hundred ſpires, and ſwelling domes 


Modern, or Gothic, ſtately to the view: 
Hither, tis ſaid, from Athens' widow'd bow'rs + 
By Perſian pride and civil rage expell'd, 


Dame Wiſdom fled of yore, and with her came, 


. 1 


Leaving 
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Leaving the fabled haunts of Caſtaly, 
Nine beauteous maids, who boaſt their birth from Jove: 
High on theſe pinnacles enthron'd they reign, | 
* To us inviſible, or dimly ſeen,” 
Except by ſoaring fancy's keener glance. 
Around their urine: from Britain's fartheſt bound, 
Array'd in fables, croud a motley race; 
Diſtin& with various titles, and degrees 
As various—high above the reſt appear 
Two forms of more majeſtic port and mien, 
Whoſe ſoverain rule the toga'd race obey, 
Hight Profors ; by their ſleeves of ominous ſweep, 
Of Genoa's looms the fam'd produce, well known, 
And dreaded ; theſe in order next, and next 
In dignity, a tribe of ſages ſtand, 
Dreadful with Tippet, ſource of dire diſmay 
To Freſhmen, and the whole unbearded race; 
Their office to ſupport and poiſe the ſcale 
Of ſteady juſtice, from the peaceful ſhades 
Of ſcience to repel the barbarous ſons 
Of inſolence, = faction's wild uproar ; 


Nor are there wanting, who, with ponderous mace, 


*: Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, 
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May add to mild reproofs vindictive blows, 


Full often rued by many a heedleſs wight, 


But now array'd in like myſterious ſtole, 
With flowing band, that ſaintly ornament, 
Hung waving from my chin, I iſſue forth 
To ſeck the manſion of a learned ſage, 


Y'clep'd a Tutor; him aloof I ken, 


On elbows twain of antient chair redin's; 
With cobwebs hung, by time's ſharp tooth defac'd, 
Midſt volumes pil'd on volumes all around, 

And duſty manuſcripts; treaſures I ween 

Of antient lore : He ſullen from his chair 
Reclines not, till with many an aukward bow 
And ſtrain right humble I implore his grace. 
Queſtions the ſage propoſes, dark, perplex'd ; 
Of various import—and to ſound my ſkill 

O'er many an author turns, to me well known, 
Virgil or Horace, or the dreadful page 
Of Homer, name accurſt—deſcending hence 


His ſteps at awful diſtance I purſue, 
Admiring much my ſtrange unwonted garb, 
And wond'rous head- piece; till at length we reach 


The manſion of a venerable Seer, 
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Second alone of all the letter'd race, 

Who opes a mighty volume, graced with rews 
Of various names, in ſeemly order rang'd ; 
Midſt theſe the humbleſt of the muſe's train 
Enrolls his name: and Iſis hails her ſon. 
Some myſtic ſounds pronounc'd, with trembling lips 
The ſacred page I kiſs, and from his hand 

A book receive, of ſmall regard to ſee, 

With godly counſels fraught, and wholeſome rules ; 
Which ill betide the wight who dares offend. 
The wonted fees diſcharg'd, I haſte away 

To join the circle of my old compeers, 

Sever'd by cruel fate—The hearty ſhake, 

The friendly welcome, go alternate round : 
And that bleſt day, till eve's remoteſt hour, 
Is ſacred to our joys—lIts choiceſt ſtores 

The genial larder opes ; exhauſted deep, 

Even to its inmoſt hoards, the buttery groans, 
But now the bottle rolls its ample round, 
Kindling to rapture each congenial ſoul ; 

The Lurſt of merriment, the joyous catch 
Ring round the roofs incefſant—much is talk'd 
Of paſt exploits, and grievous talks impos'd 


By former tyrants; tyrants now no more. 


Tranſported: 
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Tranſported with the thought, in frantic joy 
T raiſe my arm, and midſt ſurrounding ſhouts, 
Quatf the full bumper; ah full dearly rued ! 
Stern fortune, thus ev'n in the cup of bliſs 
To mix the dregs of woe—a deadly hue 
Sudden inveſts my cheeks, my fainting foul 
Is fill'd with horrid loathings and ſtrange pangs, 
Unfelt before, convulling all my frame: 
Med'cines are vain, or ſerve but to augment 
My grievous plight, till ſome experienc'd friend 
Lead me to neighb'ring couch, where grateful fleep 


Soon o'er my ſenſes ſheds her opiate balm, 


Heard with leſs terror, now, the tolling bell 
Summons my footſteps to that awful dome, 
Whoſe gaudy windows, all ſuperbly dight 
With various tints, and quaint hiſtoric lore, 
Tempt from devotion's page the roving eye 
Myſterious ſtudies next my thoughts employ ; 


Figures and lines, with niceſt art to range, 


Oblique or ſquare, and time, and mode, and ſpace, 


Perplex my brains—Now logic, rugged maid, 


Opens her ſtores proſound, the wavering mind 


To fix aright, and guide the excentric thought : 


Such 
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Sage doctrines, nathleſs unreſtrain'd I rove 
At large, and riot in ſucceſſive rounds 


Of new delight : Now up the filyer ſtream 


To Medley's bowers, or Godſtowe's fam'd retreat, 


Straining each nerve, I urge the dancing ſkiff; 
Or, ruſhing headlong down the perilous ſteep, 
Rouze the ſly Reynard from his dark abode : 
Or, if inclement vapours load the ſky, 
Tennis awhile the heavy hours beguiles ; 

Or, at the billiards fatal board, I ſtake 


With anxious heart, the laſt ſad remnant coin, 


Tutors may chide, and angry fires withhold 
The wonted largeſs, their united rage 
I wreck not; * Ticking, gentleſt maid, ſupports 
My ſinking fame, and all my woes beguiles. 
O fairer far than all that Greece, or Rome, 
In vaunting ſtrain, of nymph or goddeſs tell; 
To thee a thouſand temples pierce the ſkies : 


To thee a thouſand altars ever ſmoke : 


Great queen of Arts, without whoſe chearing ray, 


Hail, Ticking! guardian of diftreſs— 


PANEGYRIC ON OxFORD ALE. 
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Science would droop, and genius muſt expire. 
Raiſing one general pray'r, of every rank 
Unnumber'd ſuppliants throng thy crouded courts. 
To thee, the haughty doctor, rais'd on high 
To learning's loftieſt ſeats, tho' far renown'd, 
Cringes ſubmiſſive ; thee with all his arts 
The ſubtle lawyer ſeeks, nor heeds the voice 
Of bailiff thundering at his neighbour's gates. 
Propitious power, my lyre ſhall ſtill be ſtrung 
To ſing thy praiſe, my pencil ſtill prepar'd 
To paint thy charms—and well they may, I ween, 


For thine the pencil is, and thine the lyre l 


Whether the grape's rich juice regales my ſoul, 


Or from the potent bowl I quaff new life, 


Abhorrent ſtill, I loath the nauſeous fumes 

Of that deteſted weed, Virginia bight, 

Which the ſage Don, in ſpiral clouds exhales, 
Frequent and full, as o'er his drowſy malt 
Gravely he nods—Be mine that milder leaf 
Which Rowley's patriot hand, with ſtudious care, 
From hill, or wood, or flowery vale ſelects: 
Cheer'd with its genial vapours oft I lounge 
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Beneath 
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Deneath the matron's & roofs, or thine, O Kemp, 


Miſtaken patriot, as, in high debate, 

Of Britiſh freedom, and of Britiſh herb, 

We reaſon much, nor weightier thoughts employ 
My tranquil mind, but how the mantling bowl 
With ſweet, with ſour, with ſpirit rightly mix'd, 
May be repleniſh'd ; oft by theſe inſpir'd 

From ſtreet to ſtreet, beneath the moon's pale beam, 
Heedleſs I ſtray, if haply Proctors voice 

Check not my progreſs—Sz/te—deathful ſound, 


* What + ſhould I do, or whither turn—amaz'd, 
_ Confounded,” wen ſome narrow lane I ſcower 
Of fam'd St. Thomas, virtue's chaſte at; 

But vain my flight, for ruffian's cruel palms 

Arreſt my ſteps, and to the offended power 

Forde me reluctant— he aloud exclaims 

Of broken faith, and violated laws, 

Full many a tale he adds, of deep import, 

And then with mandate ſtern, to college dooms 


Me, hapleſs wight, with dreadful fines amers'd, 


&« Matron of Matrons, Martha Baggs.“ 
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Till one long moon revolves her tedious round: 


Some godly author, Tillotſon perchance, 

Or moral bard to conn, with heart full ſad, 
There long I ſigh unfriended, and alone, 
Unleſs ſome dun aſcend my lofty dome, 

At firſt with gentle foot, and ſuppliant voice, 
But oft denied, and bolder grown, he adds 
Vindictive menace, and before my eyes 
Diſplays the horrors of that antient fort *, 
Drear manſion, where the ſallen debtor pines, 
Midſt circling gloom, and hunger's cruel rage : 
While reſtleſs fancy to my ſight preſents 
That dreaded volume , whole recording page 
Brands, with eternal infamy, the wretch, 
Incorrigible deem'd, whom dire miſdeeds 

Of darker ſtain diſgrace: me Phœbus flies, 
And all the tuneful nine, tho' oft I try 

With feeble nerve to ſtring my uſeleſs Iyre— 


*The caſtle of Oxford, erected by Robert D'Oilie, A. D. 1071, now converted into 


the county gaol.— The ſtory is well known of a deſcendant of this founder, who being 
aſxed how he came into that place, replied, ** by right of inheritance,” 


+ Vulgo dictum, the Black Book, in which, if any member of the univerſity has the 


misfortune to have his name enrolled, he is totally excluded from attaining any privilege, or 
taking his degree, 
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The time elaps'd, with throbbing heart I ſeek 


The dreaded ſeer, and to his hand preſent 
The letter'd page; with brow auſtere he reads 


And bids me, from experience wiſe, beware 


To rouſe, a ſecond time, his ſleeping ire— 


Thrice happy ſons of Cam, whom Proctor's rage 
Rarely moleſts, whether your ſnorting ſteeds 
Snuff from afar Newmarket's well known breeze; 
Or furious pant to gain the verdant heights 
Of * Gog-magog — 0 ſkill'd with dexterous hand 
To ſmack the thong, and guide the aerial car; 
By * Trompington's or:* Barnwell's blooming dames,. 
Kenn'd with amaze : How does each Iſis beau 
Envy your lot! — Slaves to no ſervile laws, 
That pinion down their fancy, you diſport: 
In gaudy filks, and various tinctur'd veſts, 
Beſt ſnares for female Hearts; our humbler garbs 
| Subfuſe, or ſable, ſcarcely tempt the glance 
Of wiſhful-nymph, tho' many a nymph we boaſt, 


As blithe, as blooming, and as bright as your's—. 


Why ſhould the muſe of direr evils ſing, 
When Ruſtication, in her harpy fangs, 


* Places well known-at Cambridge, 


3 e 


. * 1 * * 
. v3 r 
8 SIT - FED 
a fs, 


2 — eng; * * * 2 8 : : n 2 y 2 < 
FAY Mos ↄ wn pt ich fog 2. I 
— * 5 > * . * 2 q 1 = 
wv 


- by L 8 
3 


I 
** 
; 
I 

4 


3 2 p A * — * 
2 þ - u — . p . _—_ N . _ —— i . 
„ a tg; = way YA — Lan, £46 hw eh a * * A ve , * 
- a 1 4s. — . * 


2 


„ * 
o FED N 


r e. 


N. 
"a a 
„ „ 
—ͤ 


e 0 * * * * 
N MY # I « — 6 " ds = 
a... A OD — n n * 


— 
4 2 
„ 


* ame IE 


= . 
„ 


WE 


2 3 4, ane W 


—_ 
75 h 


191 


Hurries the wretch, from joy and Iſis far, 


In ſylvan ſolitudes to waſte his youth, 
Midſt chiding aunts, and antiquated maids ? 
Or why, that laſt ſad fate the wretched prove, 


Exil'd for ever from her ſacred haunts, 


To roam, like Adam, thro' the deſart earth, 

c * With all the world before them, where to chooſe 
Their place of reſt,” yet after all find none. 
Spurning each youthful folly, wiſer I ! 

Aſcend, with graduate ſplendor, to the heights 

Of claſſic dignity ; in time perchance 


May wield the faſces of proctorial power, 
And be myſelf that Don, ſo lately fear'd. 


* Milton's Paradiſe Loft, 
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N Etherby is ſituated on the borders of Cumberland, twelve miles 
ncrth of Carliſle; and was formerly a Roman ſation : the Caſtra Ex- 
ploratorum of Antoninus. From the many valuable remains of anti- 
quity, continually found on, or near, this ſpot, it is conjectured that 
the famous ÆEſica ſtood not far diſtant ; eſpecially as the river Eſk, 
from which its name is derived, runs through theſe grounds. The 
perpetual feuds that ſubſiſted on the borders, between the Engliſh and 
Scots, before the Union of the two nations, with the particular cir- 
cumſtance of the debateable land, which, at preſent, makes a part of the 
eſtate ; the eruption of So/way Moſs which happened in 1771 ; added 
to the preſent improved and beautiful ſtate of Netherby, afforded 


ample room for luxuriant deſcription, and the wantonneſs of a poe- 
tical imagination. 


„ Netherby The feat of the Rev. Dr. Graham, placed on a- 
„ rifing ground, waſhed by the Eſk, and commanding an extenſive 
view; more pleaſing to Dr. Graham, as he ſees from it a creation 
of his own; lands that eighteen years ago were in a ſtate of na- 
„ture, the people idle and bad, ſtill retaining a ſmack of the feudal 
% manners: ſcarce a hedge to be ſeen : and a total ignorance prevailed 
« of even coal and lime. His improving ſpirit ſoon wrought a great 
change in theſe parts: his example inſtilled into the inhabitants an- 
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inclination to induſtry : and they ſoon found the difference between 


ſloth and its concomitants, dirt and beggary, and the plenty that a 
right application of the arts of huſbandry brought among them. 


They lay in the midſt of a rich country, yet ſtarved in it : but in 
a ſmall ſpace they found that inſtead of a produce that hardly ſup- 
ported themſelves, they were enabled to raiſe even ſupplies for their 
neighbours : that much of their land was ſo kindly as to bear corn 
for many years ſucceſſively, without help of manure, and for the 
more ungrateful ſoils, that there were limeſtones to be had and 
coal to burn them. 


The wild tract ſoon appeared in form of 
verdant meadows and fruitful corn- fields: from the firſt, they were 
ſoon able to ſend to diſtant places, cattle and butter: and their 
arable lands enabled them to maintain a commerce as far as Lan- 
caſhire in corn. 


*« By ſignifies a habitation ; thus, there are three camps or ſtations, 
with this termination, not very remote from one another; Netherby, 


Middleby, and Overby.“ Mr. Pennant's Tour in Scotland. 
Vol. II. p. 64. 
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AR GUM E NI. 


A comparative view of the preſent flouriſhing ſtate of Netherby, with 


its former deſolate appearance. Addreſs to Induſtry. Conqueſt of 
Britain by Ceſar. The firſt irruption of the Scots—Thetr repulſe 
by the Roman legions, under Julius Agricola. The wall of Severus. 
Afica, Britain ſucceſſroely conquered by the Saxons, the Danes, 
the. Normans. Feudal Syſtem. Magna Charta. General view 
of the borders, before the Union After the Union. The particular 
improvements at Netherby. Eruption of Solway Moſs. Deſerip= 
tion of the grounds about Netberby. Skiddaw. Ellen Irvine. 
The houſe deſcribed. Concluding with a view of the new church 


building on the eſtate, 
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A RE theſe the regions, where, from age to age, 
Contending nations ſtrove, with mutual rage ; 


Her barren wing, where brooding famine ſpread ; 
And frantic faction rear'd her ghaſtly head? 


How chang'd the ſcene—what glorious proſpects riſe ; 


Where-c'er around I turn my wond'ring eyes! 

Here guardian peace, here ſmiling culture reigns, 
And endleſs plenty cloaths the fertile plains. 

Yon ſtream “ that, erſt, impurpled with the lain, 
In many a ſanguine billow ſought the main, 

Now guiltleſs rolls, and views, with conſcious pride, 
Luxuriant landſcapes glitter on her fide; 

A thouſand hills with wealth and verdure crown'd, 
And vales in rich profuſion ſmiling round. 

No more they ring with battles fierce alarms, 


No trumpets early clangors rouze to arms; 


* The Eſk. 
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Echoes 


© "0 2 
Echoes of rapture, now, alone, they hear, 
1 he ploughman's whiſtle, or the ſportſman's cheer— 
What tho' bleak Boreas oft deform the day, 
Or frequent ſtorms obſcure the genial ray, 
Th' induſtrious ſwain, with firm, undaunted ſoul, 
Contemns his rage, and bids the tempeſt roll : 
Mark, how ſerene, his honeſt front defies 
The wildeſt fury of the beating ſkies : 
Still as the ſhining ſhare the furrow turns, 
His boſom with rekindled ardour burns; 
By long experience taught, the grateful ſoil, 


With intereſt, will repay his uſeful toil. 


Hail Induſtry, rough virtue's hardy child 
Whoſe ſmiling preſence chears the lonely wild: 
At thy kind touch the rock, relenting, blooms, + 
And Eden ſprings, midſt Lapland's frozen glooms. 
The rapid river, rolling in its courſe, 
Thy hand arreſts, and curbs its headlong force; 
The ſwelling deep's tumultuous fury bounds, 
And chains its waves with everlaſting mounds. 


Empires and ſtates to thee their greatneſs owe, 


From thee their wealth, their power, their ſplendor flow 
Riſing 
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Riſing in glory, as they court thy ſway, 
By thee they flouriſh, and with thee decay. 


Long had the mighty Roman Victor hurl'd 
Slaughter and rapine o'er the waſted world: 
Unconquer'd yet, remote, Britannia ſtood 
Safe midſt her native cliffs, and guardian flood. 
He mark'd the dangers of her ſtormy ſhore, 

He heard the breaking waves eternal roar ; 

But, fluſh'd with conqueſt, his undaunted mind 
Brav'd all the rage of ſeas and ſtorms combin'd. 
In vain, the ſavages his arms oppoſe, 

His legions burſt their way thro' hoſts of foes; 
Her rocks they ſcale, her trackleſs deſarts pierce, 
They tame her monſters, and her ſons, more fierce, 
Swift o'er the land the Roman arts increaſe, 

And culture triumphs, with returning peace: 
With ſudden verdure, lo! the valleys ſmile, 
And riſing plenty crowns the blooming iſle, 


Far to the North, beyond where Tweed's fair pride, 
Thro' velvet meadows rolls her amber tide ; 
Or Cumbria's lofty mountains, riſing round, 
Of ancient Britain, form'd th' extended bound: 


I 


There 
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There dwelt a race, inur'd to want and toil, 

1 he ſons of Caledonia's deſart ſoil; 

Theſe view'd the neighb'ring ſtate, with jealous eyes, 
And ruſh'd, exulting, on the beauteous prize. 

They pour'd their armies o'er the fertile plain, 


Tore ev'ry fence, and reap'd the untimely grain : 


The Britons ſhrink, unequal, from the fight, 


And bend, to diſtant fields, their haſty flight. 
Nought can withſtand the fell barbarian's rage, 
Nor tears nor ſhrieks their ſavage ſouls aſſuage, 

Nor ſex, nor age, their murd'rous weapons ſpare, 
Nor from the temples holy ſhrines forbear ; 

With impious hand, they quench the hallow'd fire; 
While the ſage Druids, *midſt their rites, expire, 


To quell their pride, th' imperial bards advance, 
Their myriads crouch beneath the Roman lance; 


Aloft the victor- hoſts * their flag diſplay, 


The Britiſh youth, with joy, the ſign obey; 


On the proud foe the vengeful blow returns, - 


While every breaſt with great reſentment burns : 


*The General who finally eſtabliſhed the dominion of the Romans in this iſland was 


Julius Agricola ; who governed it in the reigns of Veſpaſian, Titus, and Domitian. He 
carried his victorious arms to the moſt northern extremity of it, and pierced into the re- 
mote foreſts and mountains of Caledonia, which were befose deemed inacceſlible. 
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Onward they ruſh, like ſome refiſtleſs flood, 
And deluge all his waſted realms with blood— 


His rocks, his mountains, every deſart heath, 
Reſponſive echo to the ſhrieks of death! 


Thus, full aveng'd, the ſwains, with anxious care, 


The trampled fence and mural breach repair ; 
Their friendly aid the generous Romans lend; 
Their new allies from rapine to defend : 

And lo, a mighty rampart * rears its head; 
While nations triumph in its guardian ſhade ; 
Winding o'er hill and vale, from Solway's ſhores, 
To where the Tyne his diſtant current pours : 
The lofty tow'rs with ſhining warriors blaze, 
Whoſe helmets glitter with the morning rays : 
Dauntleſs they ſtand, and ſtretch the ſounding bow, 
And dart ſwift vengeance on the diſtant foe. 

Then flouriſh'd thy fair pride, illuſtrious town + ; 
Tho fate hath daſh'd thy gilded temples down!] 
What tho' thy beauteous turrets beam'd on high, 
And thy ſtrong bulwarks tower'd amidſt the ſky ; 
Not all thy ſtrength, nor beauty, could withſtand 
Faction's fell rage, nor ſtop the plunderer's hand. 


* The wall of Severus, extending from Bullneſs on the Solway Firth quite acroſs the- 


kingdom to Newcaſtle. 8 


1 Kſica. See Camden's Britannia. 
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The ſeat of heroes, gen rous, rough and bold. 
Oft thro' thy gates the tide of battle roll d 
Methinks I hear the rattling chariot bound, 
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And the bold ſteed impatient paw the ground; 
Monarchs and chiefs, the glory of mankind, 
Beneath thy domes, their laurel'd heads reclin'd ; 
Like them, ſhall flouriſh thy immortal name, 

Partake their honours, and enjoy their fame; 

The lab'ring hind, as o'er theſe hallow'd plains, 
(Where reſt intomb'd thy grandeur's proud remains,) 
He guides the ſhare, beholds, with wild ſurprize, 


Helmets and ſpears, of wond'rous make and ſize; 
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* Urns, altars, ſtatues, which ſtrange ſculptures grace, 
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And fondly ſtrives the myſtic lore to trace; 
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From mould'ring coins the ſacred ruſt he clears, 
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And mars the labour of a thouſand years. 
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Pleas'd ſome great prince or hero to behold, ? 
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But more delighted with the gliſt'ning gold. 
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Queen of the world, at length, majeſtic Rome ths fri 440 
Beheld, and trembled at her haſt'ning doom; 
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Oppreſs d with grandeur's vaſt incumbent weight, 
The ſenate ſcarce upheld the ſinking ſtate ; 
The reader will find, in Mr. Pennant, a partieular account of all the curioſities at Ne- 


therby, with engravings of the principal, 


Her 
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Her pamper'd ſons, unlike their valiant fires, 


Retain no patriot rage, no martial fires ; 

On beds of filk they waſte the tedious day, 
Or feebly trill the ſoft, unmanly lay. 

Unable to repel the barbarous hoſts, 

That pour'd their fury on her plunder'd coaſts, 
She calls her braveſt ſons from ev 15 ſhore, 55 
In black'ning ſwarms the diſtant legions pour, : 
From burning realms, where ſouthern deeps reſound, 
From Britain's coaſts, from Aſia's fartheſt bound: | 
While vengeance o'er the imperial city lours, 

And frantic diſcord ſhakes her hundred towers. 

The drooping Britons, ſeiz'd with equal dread, 
Beheld their brave allies and conquerors fled, 

The guardians of their ſtate ; nor vain their fears, 
High on the wall the inſulting Scot appears : 
Furious from native courage, and deſpair, 


The fierceneſs of his rage, awhile they dare; 


But broke and routed by ſuperior force, 


To diſtant plains, once more, they bend their courſe : 


The ſhouting foe purſues, with TT rage, 
And the fierce hoſts eternal conflict wage; ; 


Till Britain's loftieſt hills, alone, afford, 


Her offspring refuge from the murd'rous ſword. 


But 
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But now, imperial Rome in aſhes laid, 
Her laurels blaſted, and her ſtrength decay'd 
Germania's veteran bands, in war renown'd, 
With terror aw'd the wond'ring nations round : 
Hengiſt and Horſa, chiefs of mightier name, 
Shone foremoſt on the bright record of fame; 
Like gods, they tower'd amidſt the ſons of earth, 
As from thoſe powers * they trac'd their vaunted birth. 
To theſe brave chiefs the Britons turn their eyes, 
On them alone their laſt fond hope relies? 
The hero comes ; but not, with vengeful hand, 
From rapine's graſp to wreſt the bleeding land; 
With their triumphant foes theit faithleſs train, 
In barbarous league, they join, and tivet every chain. 


In vain the Druid ſmites the magic ſtring, 
In vain the rocks with choral warblings ring 
Tho' oft Britannia rais'd her feeble thield, E: 
Tho' oft their braveſt veterans ſtrew'd the beld; 


Tho- Horſa's ſelf, deſcended from the ſkies, 
Pour'd forth his life, a glorious ſacrifice, 


They were reputed to be deſcended from their god Woden. 


Beneath 
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Beneath à Briton's ſpear—yet ſtill, in yain, 

She ſtrove her raviſh'd honours to regain; 
Reſiſtleſs Hengiſt thunder'd round the land, 
And tore the ſceptre from her trembling hand ; 
At length the ſunk beneath the galling yoke, 
Her rage extinct, her martial ſpirit broke; 
Pale, at his feet, her proſtrate genius lay, 


While ſlaughter mark'd the victor's crimſon way. 


The Saxon triumph'd, till the fiercer Dane, 
In pomp, advancing o'er the whitening main, 
Rear'd his inſulting Raven * on her ſhore, 


And ſwell'd her rivers with unuſual gore; 
Where-e'er he treads, the furies howl atound, 


While his fell footſteps blaſt the with'ring ground : 
Both yield, at length, to William's conquering ſword, 


And harraſs'd Britain own'd a Norman lord. 


Why ſhould the muſe of feudal power relate, 


The haughty lord's, or humbler vaſſal's fate; 


* The famous Reafen, or enchanted ſtandard, is here alluded to, in which the Danes put 
great confidence. It contained the figure of a raven, which had been inwove by the three 
ſiſteis of Hingua and Hubba with many magical incantations, the flappings of whoſe wings 


was regarded as the certain preſage of victory. 
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How petty Kings each others realms invade, 


By turns, are murder'd conquer d, or betray d? 


Their fame, their fortunes. ſhe diſdains to ang; 


Oblivion ſhade them with thy duſky wing. i ee 9 
With joy ſhe haſtens to that happier _— 05 5 1 
In which, ſuperi s ra ü 321; Sine n = 
which, ſuperior to oppreſſion” rage, 2% 
The firm, undaunted barons, dar'd withſtand R- $261 -2 
A tyrant's frown, and check'd his guilty hand 7 4 
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When Juſtice darted from the radiant ſky, 


When vengeance wav'd her flaming ſword on'high ; 
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When riſing freedom dawyn'd upon our iſle, 
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And chear'd the nation with her roſeate ſmile: 


TORE 


When laws, which time nor tyrants: ſhall efface, - - 


Founded on wiſdom's-and on virtue's baſe, ' 


* * 5 
FY * 2 
„ Ln , p * 
y * * 0 9 1 
r. Nes. ; the > A E * Po, 23 2 
p : * — = 


Of this wide empire form'd the mighty bound; 
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The pride, the wonder of the nations'round ! . ' 
Then culture rais'd once more her drooping head, aa bod. 
And arts, that lay in long oblivion dead. bool 480; 


Sprang to new life—then commerce gave her ſail, 


4 — "I 8 a p ITE =, * ? 
+ wk adds dt; ron Lot was.” 


With ſwelling pomp to flutter in the gale ; 
Our navies ſail'd to many a diſtant ſhore, 
'T hat now firſt heard the Britiſh lion roar— 


The peaceful ſwain ſecurely turn'd the ſoil, 
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And reap'd, ſecure, the produce of his toil : 
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In one firm league the various nations join, 

Loſt, undiſtinguiſh'd, in the Engliſh line; 

All but the haughty Scot—whoſe ſtubborn ſoul * 
Nor Henry's + conquering ſquadrons could controul, 
Nor fiercer Edward ; 'tho' ſuch heaps of flain, 
Expiring, groan'd on Falkirk's fatal plain; 

And blaſted by malignant fortune's frown, 

The captive Baliol wail'd his plunder'd crown. 

Wide o'er the borders rang'd a ſavage band, 

That ſcatter'd flames and ravage round the land : 
Where-e'er fair culture's beauteous hand was ſcen, 
Their ſavage footſteps cruſh'd'the riſing green ; 

And ev'ry flower that bloſſom'd on the mead, 
Shrunk from their rage, and droop'd its wither'd head. 


What gloomy proſpects open on my eyes! 


On every ſide, what ſcenes of horror riſe! 


* The Author is very far from meaning by this, or any other expreſſion that may occur 
in this Poem, to revive any idea of former animoſities between two nations at preſent fo 
happily united under one head. What he has written, is in conformity to the truth of 
hiſtory, and is by no means intended as a reflection on a people who are diſtinguiſhed by 
their liberal hoſpitality to ſtrangers, as the Author has experienced ;' who is happy in this 
opportunity of expreſſing his grateful acknowledgments. 

+ Henry I. | 

t Edward I. who, at the battle of F alkirk, entirely routed and put to flight the whole 
Scottiſh army. Some hiſtorians make the loſs of the Scots amount to fifty or ſixty thouſand 
men ; certain it is they never ſuffered a greater loſs, or one that ſeemed to threaten more 
inevitable ruin to their country, | Aa ; 
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I ſee each beauteous vale with weeds o erſpread; 
The fields neglected, and their owners fled ; 


Scarce can the pining natives, that remain, 
By wretched arts their wretched lives ſuſtain: 


Nor branching tree, nor verdant hedge appears, 
Nor voice, nor ſound, the lonely deſart chears ; 
Save where the bittern ſcreams, with clam'rous throat, 
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Reſponſive to the raven's hoarſer note, 
That flaps her wing gainſt yonder mould ring tower; 


The ſole ſurviving pledge of Roman power. 


. 


— 
— 


The glorious period“, wiſh'd ſo long in . | 
Breaks forth at length in Anna's golden reign ; 
When the ſame laws each happy nation bind, 
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In ſtricteſt league by her wiſe councils join'd : 

When either triumphs in Britannia's name, 

Their pow'r, their int'reſt, and their King, the fame, 

And ſee, from far, yon glitt ring ſtar + appear, 
Whoſe luſtre gilds our weſtern hemiſphere; 

Theſe plains, oppreſs'd with one long wintry night, 
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Feel the warm influence of its genial light : 


* The Unibn, 
+ The happineſs and ſecurity derived from the glorious Revolution are here alluded to, 
and the general encouragement given to agriculture by late parliaments. Mr. Gray ſays, 
«© The ſtar of Brunſwick ſhines ſerene,” N 
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Green riſing woods the lofty hills adorn, 


The fruitful valleys ſmile with waving corn ; 


But ftretch'd immenſe, beneath more northern ſkies, 
Uncultur'd ſtill the barren region lies— 


Graham beheld, and, in his prudent mind, 


Pond' ring awhile, the beauteous plan deſign d: 


He mark'd the hallow'd ſcene, where, many an age, 
Beheld of old the Britiſh hoſts engage; 
He ſaw the ſwain, with toil and want oppreſe'd, 


He ſaw—and manly pity heav'd his breaſt. 
He taught the wild, unſkilful hind, to rear 
The tender plant, and mark the varying year; 
When the moiſt earth, enrich'd with genial rain, 


Expects, impatient, the protracted grain; 

When ſpreading ſhoots the pruning hand implore, 
Or autumn waves, mature, his yellow ſtore. 
And lo! a race, in native wildneſs rude, 

That long had rang'd the dreary folitude; 


The meagre ſons of ſloth and pale diſeaſe, 


Spring from their trance==their ruſty ſhares they ſeize; 


They raiſe the fence, they lift the pond'rous load, 
And form the ditch, and mar': the future road. 
Their hard'ning limbs the tempeſt's rage ſuſtain, 


While manlier vigour flows in ey'ry vein ; 


3 


Heav'ns ! 


2815 


Heav'ns! with what rival zeal they toil, they ſweat, / 
Beneath th' inclement blaſt, or ſcorching Deut! 272 llov [rib tic 
Their lord, with glorious hopes, their labours chears, 
And paints the plenty of approaching years; 

He marks the boundaries of evry field, 

Nor ſcorns himſelf the weighty prong to wield: ltd mo furt 


To break the clod, to cruſh the noxious Weed, r ie eib 
Or ſcatter, as he treads, the lib'ral ſe e. 
n e Ming $1; bs" 


The deſart ſoon in lovelier garb appears, 
And ev'ry field the ſmile of plenty wears: 
Increaſing years increaſing treaſures bring, | ; E 
With livelier verdure blooms returning ſpring; | 8 | th 
The ſwains, tranſported, view the grateful ſoil, _ _ 

And triumph! in the meed of man a toil. . 
When lo! a ſcene more dark and dreadful roſe, ot | 10 75 
Than e'er had ſwell'd the lift of former woes; | 
- Atyrant, fiercer than the Daniſh band, 
Spread deſolation o'er the ſmiling lane. 
Near that fam'd ſpot where, * ſtung with ſhame i orief, 


Scotia's bold warriors ſpurn'd a minion chief: 


. 


13 
: - 


* James V. having appointed his favourite, Oliver Sinclair, to communid the army aging 
againſt Henry King of England, the Scots reſented the indignity, refuſed to n under 
him, and to a man laid down their arms. | | 1 


I *%e}1 
And, tho' mere ſkill'd to conquer than to yield, 


Bade Henry triumph on a bloodleſs field. 
Full many a league a mighty ſwamp extends; 


„ 


The duſky heath by gentle ſlope aſcends "7 

The raſh, advent'rous ſtep will ſoon betray, 

And whelm the wight, incautious of his way. 
Woe to the trav'ler, whoſe benighted feet, 

By chance, ſhall ſtumble on this lone retreat; 

Soon ſhall the hopeleſs wand'rer meet his doom, 
Bewilder'd *midiſt the vaſt incumbent gloom : 

Some faithleſs bog ſhall quickly cloſe him round, 
Some chaſm ſhall fwallow in its gulph profound. 
This vaſt moraſs—oh grant, ye powers above, 
Theſe fields may never more its fury prove 
Diffolv'd by floods, and ſwol'n with mighty rains, 
Pour'd its black deluge o'er the neighbouring plains. 
Mark how the gloomy ocean, gath'ring round, 
Indignant ſwells, and burſts th' oppoſing mound : 
Ah ſce—thro' yonder beauteous vale & it ſpreads, 


Whelming, at once, an hundred fertile meads ; 


N 


* © A tract, diſtinguiſhed for its fertility and beauty, ran in form of a valley for ſome 
ſpace in view of Netherby ; it had been finely reclaimed from its original ſtate, prettily di- 
vided, well planted with hedges, and well peopled : the ground, originally not worth ſixpence 
an acre, was improved to the value of thirty ſhillings, I ſaw it in that ſituation in the year 
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Then, bearing onward, with reſiſtleſs force, 
Sweeps herds and houſes in its dreadful courſe ; 
Till Eſk's fair tide its mingling billows ſtain, 
That roll with added fury to the main. 

The trembling ſwains, with terror and amaze,, 
Diſtracted on the cruel ſpoiler gaze 

Such. frantic horror glar'd in ev'ry face, 

As ſeiz d of old the wild, aſtoniſn'd race, 
That ſaw Veſuvius firſt ia thunder pour 
Fragments. of rocks, and ſtreams of molten ore; 
Whoſe fiery volumes blaſt their green alcoves, 


Their loaded vineyards, and. their bonding graves——- 


1769 at this time a melancholy extent of black turbery,. the eruption of Solway-Mofs,. 
baving in a few days covered graſs and corn, levelled the boundaries of almoſt every farm, 
deſtroyed moſt of the houſes, and drove.the poor inhabitants to the utmoſt diſtreſs; till they 
found (which was not long) from their landlord every relief that a humane mind could ſug- 
geſt, Solway-Moſs conſiſts of ſixteen hundred acres ; lies ſome height above the cultivated 
tract, and ſcems to have been nothing but a collection of thin peaty mud: the ſurface itſelf 
was always ſo near the ſtate of 2 quagmire that in moſt places it was unſafe for any tlfing 
heavier than a.ſportſman to venture on, even in the drieſt ſummer. The ſhell or cruſt that 
kept this liquid within bounds, neareſt to the valley, was at firſt of ſufficient ſtrength to con- 
tain it, but by the imprudenoe ofthe peat-diggers, who -were- continually working on that 


fide, became at length ſo weakened, as not to be able any longer to reſiſt the weight preſſing 


07 it: the fluidity of the Muſs was likewiſe greatly increaſed by three days rain of unuſual 


violence, which preceded the. eruption. About three hundred acres of moſs were thus diſ- 
charged, and about four hundred of land covered; but providentially not a human life loſt.” 


Mr. Pennant's Tour, p. 64, where may be found a more particular account of this event. 
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Untaught ſuch dire extremes of fate to bear, 


The ſullen ruſtic dropp'd, in wan deſpait : 


Extended on the damp, unwholeſome earth, 


He curſt the baleful moment of his birth; 
The tear of anguiſh trembles in his eye, 
And his ſtrong boſom heaves the frequent ſigh. £ 
With wilder grief the frantic females rave, 

And bound, with horror, from the monſter wave; 
While from their breaſts their trembling infants hung, 


And, conſcious of their fate, more cloſely clung. 


But ſoon their lord, oppreſs'd with generous grief, 
To each deſponding wretch affords relief; 
His lib'ral hand diffuſive plenty pours : 
Benevolence unlocks her genial ſtores : 
He hears their plaints ; he calms the burſting ſigh, 
And wipes the falling tear from ev'ry eye. 
The ſwains, with chearfulneſs, renew their toil, 
And lighten, of its load, the burthen'd ſoil ; | 
The fields & once more their verdant hue reſume, 


And with ſuperior pride and beauty bloom. 


* Since Mr. Pennant viſited this place, ſome part of the Moſs has; with infinite labour 
and expence, been removed; a great part however ſtill remains covered: but this tract is 
not of ſuch extent, as to interrupt the pleaſure that ariſes from a general view of the country. 
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How wide theſe furs their infant branches ſpread, 
And wave their wanton foliage o'er my head! 
Already, from the ſultry dog's ſtar heat, 

Their friendly ſhades afford a kind retreat ; 
Ambitious to repay his guardian care, 

Who bade their tow'ring ſummits riſe in air. 
Let others boaſt the proud, aſpiring pile, 
Columns and fanes, in ev'ry various ſtyle; 
With ſwelling arches bound the ſolemn glade, 
Or thunder down the ſteep the loud caſcade; 
While thro' the ſhades, as fearful of the light, 
The poliſh'd ſtatue glances on the fight, 
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Here, Venus ſmiles, midſt circling boughs conceal'd,. 
And there, Minerva ſeems to ſhake her ſhield. 


Nature, great architect, theſe plains arrays, 


7 ata nd Gl ues aoas * ; 


In pomp, beyond what mimic art diſplays n 
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To them no works of foreign pride are known. 
Nor other bound, but heavn'n's wide arch alone 0 
Majeſtic thro' the midſt, with murm'ring roar, 
See winding Eſk his rapid current pour; 

On the bright wave the ſportive ſalmon play, 
And bound and gliſten in the noon- tide rav. 
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There tow'ring Skiddaw *, wrapt in awful ſhade, 
Monarch of mountains, rears his mighty head, 
Dark'ning with frowns fair Keſwick's beauteous vale, 
He views beneath the gath'ring tempeſts fail, 
Secure, nor heeds the rolling thunder's rage; 


Tho' Scruffel ꝙ trembling marks the dire preſage. 


C 
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Pierc'd with congenial grief, my fancy flies 
To where Kirkonnel's neighb'ring woods ariſe ; 
There, bending o'er the beauteons Ellen's | tomb, 
She weeps the wretched nymph's untimely doom, 


So fair aplant, old Kirtle's wand'ring tide 
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Had never. cheriſh'd on its verdant ſide ;; 

But oh! what pen her various charms ſhall paint, 
Here even a Raphael's glowing tints were faint ; 
Thoſe radiant eyes, where lambent lightnings play, 
Thoſe coral lips, that breathe the ſweets of May; 
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* Skiddaw is plainly ſeen at the diſtance of thirty miles from this ſeat. 
+ Alluding to theſe proverbial lines 
When Skiddaw wears a cap, 
h Scruffel wots full well of that. | 
Scruffel is a mountain in Annandale in Scotland, the inhabitants of which prognoſticate. 
good or bad weather, from the miſts that fall or riſe on the brow of. Skiddaw. 
t See Mr. Pennant, page 88. i 
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Thoſe cheeks, that ſhame the morning's purple glow, 
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That boſom, whiter than the pureſt ſnow : 
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Around her ſport a thouſand laughing loves ; 
Each breaſt is kindled as the virgin moves : 
With her ſoft name, the woods, the valleys rung, C 
AndEllen's praiſes dwelt on ev' ry tongue 
Two rival ſwains, of nobler birth and fame, | 
Together languiſh'd in the tender flame ; 
Bold Fleming knew to guide the whirling car, Hl 5 
To dart the ſpeat and ſtemm the rage of 1 ; 0, 
In Ardolph's breaſt ignobler tranſports roll'd, 
He boaſts his large domains, his hoards of gold; 
With theſe he ſought the blooming maid to gain, 
Who ſpurn'd his proffer'd rreaſure with diſdain, 
The warrior triumph'd in her partial care, | 
For valour ever wins the gen'rous fair. 
With him ſhe ſparkled in the feſtive round, 
He ſpake, and rapture dwelt in ey ry ſound; 
Together, thro' the winding vale they rove, | 
Together, wander in the lonely grove, . | 
The feather'd warblers catch their tender ſtrains, 
And wilder muſic floats along the plains, 
In rapture,. thus, their moments roll'd away, 
While ſcarce the lover brooks the long delay; 
Till 
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Till Hymen ſmil'd propitious from above, 


And ſhower'd down roſes on the couch of love. Ls 


4 


Ardolph, mean- time, with jealous cares oppreſs'd, 

Felt ev'ry various paſſion tear his breaſt ; 

Rage, hatred, grief in mingling tempeſts riſe, 

Lour on his front, and fire his redd'ning eyes; 
All frantic, wild, he ſought a.darkſome glade, 

And proſtrate roll'd, beneath th' incumbent ſhade; 

Then ſtarts: aghaſt, and pours theſe dreadful moans, 

While each majeſtic oak in concert groans 


« Ye arching glooms, that o'er this wretched head, 


In ſable pomp, your friendly horrors ſpread; 

« And wave, obedient to the ſullen gale, 

„That murmurs, hoarſe, along the lonely vale : 

«© Thou moon, that glancing on yon diſtant ſtream, 

« Dart'ſt thro' the quiv' fing ſhades a ſilver gleam, 

% By you-I ſwear ; hear all ye ſylvan powers, 

That haunt this tide and range theſe hallow'd bowers, 
And ſtamp my vows: ere day's bright orb ariſe, 

« To deck with kindling light the bluſhing ſkies ; 

«© The hated wretch this lighted arm ſhall feel, 
And pour his life beneath my reeking ſteel ;. 

« Yes, when tranſported with thoſe blooming charms, 


« He ſinks, all melting, in her circling arms; 


: * ( 1 ' + 
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Then ſhall my vengeance wake, and fate ſhall claſp 


Lad 


The expiring hero in her chilling graſp— 


Thou too, whom neither vows nor ſighs could move, 


A 


Thou ſhalt the fierceneſs of my paſſion prove; 
«© How will my boſom glow with rapturous heat, 
e How ev'ry pulſe with thrilling tranſport beat, 


« As o'er that paradiſe of ſweets I rove, 


* 


And ſatiate all my rage, and all my love!“ 


He ſpake, and guided by the moon's pale ray, 
Burſts thro' the winding gloom his eager way; 
Fierce as he moves, his furious ſteps reſound ; 
The dark heath ſhakes, the foreſt trembles round : 
As when, o'er ſultry Libya's burning plains, _ 
Some tyger ſtalks, the terror of the ſwains ; 

If chance a trolling kid, or wanton fawn, 
El houghtleſs of danger, gambol o'er the lawn ; 
IIis fiery eyes the panting ſpoil ſurvey, 
He bounds and ſprings, exulting on his prey — 
Such ſavage tranſports flaſh from Ardolph's eyes, 
As ſudden the devoted wretch he 'ſpies, 
With his fair ſpouſe, beneath a neighb'ring grove, 
Reclin'd in all the tenderneſs of love. 
With headlong rage he plunges in the tide, 


Whoſe waves alone the hoſtile youths divide ; | : 
3 And, 
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And, ſpringing tow'rds th* oppoſing bank, diſplay'd 


To Fleming's ſtartled view the vengeful blade ; 


To ſcreen her lover from th' impending blow, 
The beauteous nymph oppos'd her breaſt of ſnow; 


Her ſnow- white breaſt the murd'rous weapon tore, 

And pierc'd her heart—that guſh'd in floods of gore: 
The trembling huſband claſp'd her, fainting, round, 

And eager ſtrove to ſtanch the ſtreaming wound; 

While, fondly hanging on his beating breaſt, 

To his pale cheek her paler cheek ſhe preſt; 

Then fixing ſtedfaſtly her wiſhful eyes, 

Eſſay d to ſpeak, but, choak'd with burſting ſighs, 

She ſtrove in vain—thoſe eyes in darkneſs roll, 


And hov'ring ſeraphs catch her gaſping ſoul. 


Fleming, in frantic horror, ſeiz'd the blade, 
And inſtant ſtruck the baſe aſſaſſin dead 
Then, with a thouſand ſtruggling paſſions preſt, 
He rais'd the pointed dagger to his breaſt 3 
Scarce could his grief the deſp'rate deed withſtand, 
But confcious honour check'd his riſing hand ; 
* Yes, I will dare to live, and ſeek, in fight, 
« A nobler paſſage to the ſhades of night ; 

O 
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“ Come, glory come, and ſpread thy ſmiling charms; 


« O bear me to the battle's mad alarms; 
*© Beat ev'ry drum, let ev'ry trumpet ſound, 
Till anguiſh, in the field of death, be drown'd.” 


He faid, and ruſhing to th' embattled plain, 
*Gainſt the proud Turk * he Jed a valiant train; : 
There glory own'd her ſon, and round his head, : 
Her radiant hands anfading laurels ſpread. 1 3 
_ 
But while her choiceſt gifts the hero crown'd, 4 bi 
The lover languiſh'd with his ſecret wound : | | , 
Eager he haſten'd to his native ſhore, 1 ; ö 
And zephyr's gentleſt breezes waft him o'er ; | ty 
He ſought the grove, where lay his lovely bride, þ 5 1 
Stretch'd his fond limbs along the turf—and died. 4 0 
On yonder mount where once, with hoſtile pride, 3 1 
The Roman wav'd his crimſon banner wide; 4 A 
A graceful ſtructure meets the wond'ring ſight, ö 1 $ 
And fills the gazing ſtranger with delight: F 4 
As o'er theſe vales he rolls his eager eyes, 1 
And fees an + Eden in a deſert riſe. 9 6 
* He afterwards ſerved in the wars againſt the Infidels. 1 
+ The reader will not thiuk this defcription much exaggerated, who has travelled farther 4 
northward than Netherby ; as the entrance into Scotland, on that fide, for many miles toge- 4 4 $1 
ther, bears a molt unpromiſing and dreary aſpect. | ö i" 1 
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What tho' no uſeleſs grandeur deck the dome, 
Rich with the ſhining ſpoils of Greece or Rome; 
What tho' no gilded roofs, with high emblaze, 
Pour on the dazzled eye their ſtreaming rays ; 

Yet beauty ſmiles confeſs'd in ev'ry part, 

While nature crowns the bold attempts of art : 
Here elegance, with uſe, her charms combines, 
And thro' the whole with ſofter luſtre ſhines. 

No more theſe walls the victor's ſhouts prolong, 
Echoing the claſh of mail, the martial ſong ; 
Within their bounds reſide a gentler train; 

Here ſacred peace and ſocial virtue reign: 

Here, groaning with its freight, the friendly board 
Proclaims the bounty of its generous lord ; | 
Here famiſh'd travellers forget their woes, 


And weary'd ſtrangers ſink in ſoft repoſe. 


To crown the whole, view yon proud fane aſcend, 


Which, guardian ſeraphs, with their wings defend ! 
Behold ! all radiant with celeſtial light, 


The dome, aſcending, ſwells upon the ſight ; 
The ſolemn gates our muſing ſouls inſpire 
With rev'rend awe, and rouze devotion's fire; 


O2 


With 
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Here oft, as yonder planet lights the day, 


Or ev'ning ſheds oblique her purple ray, 

With conſtant zeal ſhall bend a youthful train, 

And ſongs of rapture rend the hallow'd fane. 

Hark, what ſweet warblings undulate in air, 
Glowing with praiſe, or fraught with fervent pray'r; 
While, as they chaunt Jehovah's mighty name, 

Thro' ev'ry boſom ſpreads the kindred flame ; 

Their pious vows ſhall conſecrate the pile, 


And heav'n's dread fire receive them with a ſmile, 
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H AGLEY is ſituated in the neighbourhood of Birmingham, on 


the road leading to Bewdley, in Worceſterſhire, and is not leſs in- 
debted to nature for its beauties than the taſte and genius of the 
late Lord Lyttelton. 


Through a Jong dark avenue of limes we approach the houſe, 
which 1s an elegant modern building, and adorned with paintings 
of the moſt eminent Italian maſters. There are likewiſe ſome 
buſts and ſtatues of great value; thoſe of Milton, Shakeſpeare, 
Spenſer, and Dryden, in the library, were made by Scheenmaker, 
and left by Mr. Pape, at his death, to his lordſhip. The views 
from the houſe are every way delightful ; particularly that on the 
garden fide, Immediately oppoſite, . at ſome diſtance, on the brow 
of a lawn, ſtands a light column, backed by a noble grove; on 
the left of which the temple of Theſeus preſents itſelf, on the beau- 
tiful hill of Witchberry, emboſomed in firs; and above this, on a 
higher eminence, towers the obeliſk. 


Leaving the houſe we come to the Pariſh Church, a ſmall Go- 


thic building, in which is a beautiful monument to the memory of 
Lucy Lyttelton, his lordſhip's firſt lady, 


Every 
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Every reader of taſte will remember the beautiful monody com- 
poſed by his lordſhip on the death of this lady, which does equal 
honour to the memory of both. On the left of this monument 1s 
a ſmall unadorned ſtone, which acquaints us, toat the noble author 
reſts below. This was placed here by his lordſhip's particular 
deſire, and ſtrongly impreſſes the mind with an idea of that virtue 
which ſought applauſe, ſuperior to what man could beſtow. 


A narrow path leads from hence along the lawn to a gloomy hol- 
low, whoſe ſteep banks are covered with large rocky ſtones, as if 
rent aſunder by ſome violent concuſſion of nature, The guſhing 
caſcade, on either ſide, adds to the ſolemnity of the ſcene, 


We now reaſcend the bank, and winding to the right, arrive at 
the Alcove, which is ſupported by the Palladian bridge, of elegant 
conſtruction. Never before did the hand of art model, or the eye 
of fancy behold, a ſcene ſo raviſhing. The grand caſcade tum- 
bling from one rock to another down the emboſomed vale; the 
richneſs of the woods, and the diſtant Rotunda that terminates the 
ſwelling viſta, at once fill the mind with aſtoniſhment and pleaſure, 


Keeping to the left hand of the water, a Portico, on the ſummit 
of a riſing ground, catches the eye with peculiar grace. We enter, 
through a ſmall wicket, the environs of the grotto. From a bench 
under an old oak of ſurprizing magnitude we have a moſt pleaſing 
proſpe& of this retirement; the ſhrubs and flowers ſcattered in 
profuſion on the banks, ſalute us with their fragrance as we pene- 
trate its inmoſt receſſes; where ſtands a ſtatue of Venus, as juſt 
riſing from the water: Here are ſeveral groteſque ſtone alcoves, and 
ſeats ſhaded with laurels. | 


Oppoſite 
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trate its inmoſt receſſes ; where ſtands a ſtatue of Venus, as juſt 


riſing from the water: Here are ſcycral groteſque ſtone alcoves, and 
ſeats ſhaded with laurels, 


Oppoſite to theſe is another caſcade, which is decorated with 
large vitrified cinders, and other ſtones of a ſhining ſubſtance, 
which have a very pleaſing effect. This rural ſolitude is quitted, 
not without reluctance, and after riſing the ſtcep aſcent, we con- 
tinue our walk under the ſhade of ſpacious trees to a bank, on 
which is an urn, dedicated to the memory of the late Mr. Shenſtone. 


Turning hence to the left, the rotunda again ſtrikes the 
view, as we walk along the ſides of a ſolitary glen, thick planted 
with coppice and other trees. Croſſing this glen, you arrive at 
the favourite ſpot of the late Mr. Pope, in the midſt of a ſwel- 
ling irregular Iawn, entirely ſurrounded with woods. His lordſhip 
has erected an urn to the memory of this bard ; whom, living, he 
honoured with his particular friendſhip. 


The aſcent now becomes bold and ſteep, winding amidſt a variety 
of ſtately trees, to the higheſt eminence in the park; on which is 
ſituated, with great judgment, and not leſs beauty, the Ruin. This 
venerable pile bears every appearance of antiquity ; and we are con- 
firmed in that opinion, by the maſſy ſtones which have in many 
places tumbled down from the ruinous walls, and the mouldering 
towers almoſt covered with ivy. But how great is our aſtoniſh— 
ment, when, on a nearer approach, we perceive it to be a ufeful 
modern ſtructure, built for a keeper's lodge, and fo diſpoſed, as to 
make it a principal object from ſeveral ſeats in the park. Here, 
indeed, the taſte of the deſigner has diſplayed itſelf; and his lord- 


7 lordſhip, 


EE 


ſhip, in leaving one of the towers entire, hath afforded an oppor- 
tunity of ſurveying an horizon, which, for its vaſt extent, and the 


grandeur and beauty of the objects it diſplays, is no where to be 
rivalled. 


From hence the path leads to the foot of the Clent Hills, which 
are ſituated without the park pale, but amply recompence the labour 
of aſcending them, by the extenſive proſpect exhibited from their 
ſummits. If the ſtranger chooſes to purſue the path on the left, 
he will find, near the extremity of the park, a handſome Gothic 
ſeat, which gives an agreeable view of theſe hills, the ruin, and the 
diſtant country. But purſuing that to the right, through one of the 
moſt delicious groves imaginable, he will ſoon arrive at a ſeat, 
which has this inſcription : 


Sedes Contemplationis. 
Omnia Vanitas. 


Nothing can equal the pleaſing ſerenity we experience in this de- 
lightful receſs, ſo admirably adapted to relieve the eye, fatigued 
with the great and diſtant objects before preſented to its view. 


The next object that claims attention is the Hermitage, com- 
poſed of clumps of wood and roots of old trees, careleſsly heaped 


together. The floor is neatly paved with ſmall pebbles, and is 
ſurrounded with a ſeat, covered with a mat. 


We now deſcend into a vale, where are ſome pools of water ; on 
every fide ſurrounded by large cheſnuts, and ſpreading elms. Along 
this vale the path winds through a grove of oaks up a ſteep hill, 


NEAT. 


1 


near the ſummit of which is a ſeat, from whence we have an im- 
menſely extended view of the country, and the houſe delightfully 
ſituated in the lawn below, It would be contrary to my plan, 
which is only to give the reader a general idea of this place, prepa- 
ratory to his peruſal of the following pages, and indeed impoſſible, 
to enumerate all the beauties that appear from this eminence, On 
the back of the ſeat is this inſcription, taken from the fifth book of 
Paradiſe Loſt : 


Theſe are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty ! thine this univerſal frame- 


We ſhall therefore retire into the grove behind ; where, from the 
firſt bench, the eye is preſented with a more confined proſpect, 
which, by its variety, is rendered doubly pleaſing. Thomſon's 
ſeat, the Temple of Theſeus, and the obeliſk, appear to great ad- 
vantage, at well judged diſtances amidſt hanging woods, and lawns 
covered with the livelieſt verdure, From the ſecond bench is ſeen, 
between the branches of the trees, the ſtupendous Wrekin, a high 
mountain in Shropſhire, at the dſſtance of at leaſt thirty miles, and 


the buildings are totally excluded, The path now leads to the 
Doric Portico, thus inſcribed, 


Quieti et Muſis. 


This is, in my opinion, one of the moſt agreeable retreats in the 
park; and is ſituated on the brow of a very ſteep lawn, bounded 
every way by the nobleſt trees that ever graced the foreſt, 
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Hence the path leads into a rude and gloomy dell, down 
whoſe deep ſhelving ſides ſeveral little ſtreams continually run, that 
delight us with their coolneſs, and ſoothe us with their murmurs. 


After riſing the declivity on the oppoſite fide, the path leads to 
the Rotunda, a neat and elegant building, from which the alcove 
and water above-mentioned are very ſtriking objects. Proceeding 
onward we deſcend into another deep glen, but in many circum- 
ſtances varying from the former, and ſoon after the ſcene changes. 
into a beautiful extent of lawn, where the parſonage-houſe preſents 


itſelf to the view, and a graceful row of elms conducts us to 
Thomſon's ſeat. 


The proſpect from this ſpot is ſuch, as never fails to fix the at- 
tention, and raiſe the delight of the beholder. The ſteep hanging 
woods directly oppoſite ; amidſt which the Doric portico diſplays. 
itſelf with greater beauty; the Clent Hills and the Ruin on one 
hand, with the romantic Malvern Hills bounding the horizon on 


the other, contribute to adorn the ſcene with variety, beauty, and 
grandeur. 


Winding through the grove on the right, which affords a diſtant 
view of lord Stamford's grounds, an eminence appears, on the brow 
of which is erected the Column, bearing a ſtatue of Frederic, prince 
of Wales, the father of his preſent majeſty. The view from hence. 
is equally extenſive with that from the hill before-mentioned, com- 
mands the houſe, and is in every reſpe& correſpondent with that 
diſplay of taſte and magnificence, which prevails amidſt the receſſes 


of Hagley. 


HA GLE T. 


Once more, with trembling hand, I ſtrike the lyre, 


Genius of verſe the living lays inſpire; 


Ye tenants of the glade, that o'er me ſpread 


Your flutt'ring wings, and warble round my head, 


Lend me your notes—and thou, whoſe love-lorn tale, 


Wild-echoing, floats along the dying gale, 

O Philomel—if cer at eve I rove 

To hear thy tender plaints in yonder grove; 

O ſweeteſt far of all the feather'd train, 

Warm my rapt breaſt with thy ſeraphic ſtrain : 
HacLEey I ſing—to HaclEx's bowers belong 


The ſofteſt meaſures, and the nobleſt ſong. 


Ye bleſt retreats, ye pleaſing glooms, all hail! 


Ye varied ſcenes of woodland, hill and dale, 
Whether my eyes with hurried glance ſurvey. 
Yon flow'ring lawns in wild luxuriance gay, 
Or to thoſe diſtant foreſts ſtretch with pain, 


That tower to heay'n and darken all the plain: 


- 


L 
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Still; 
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Still as the varied proſpect meets my ſight, 


My conſcious boſom beats with new delight. 


Where ſhall the ſong begin? For every place 


Invites alike, and beams with rival grace: 


From ſcene to ſcene the muſe bewilder'd flies, 
While more than fairy landſcapes round her riſe— 
Such mingled tranſports our grand parent knew, 
When nature's charms firſt met his wond'ring view; 
Led by his Maker thro' the blooming wild, 
Where-e'er he rov'd, rekindling beauties ſmil'd : 
On ev'ry plant he gaz'd, on ev'ry flower, 

And taſted ev'ry fruit that deck'd the bower ; 
Paus'd in the valley, mark'd the mountain's pride, 
Or hanging o'er the fountain's verdant fide, 
Admir'd his ſhadow in the ſilver flood; 

The gay reflected lawn, the dancing wood, 

The heav'n's blue concave, and the ſolar blaze 


Till thought was loſt amidſt the ſhining maze ! 


Ye ſpreading limes! On whoſe majeſtic brows 
An hundred rolling years have ſhed their ſnows ; 
Ye hills and op'ning plains, where nature pours 


With laviſh hand the choiceſt of her ſtores; 


Ye 
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Ye hallow'd roofs, which ſcience hath array d 


In all the glowing pomp of light and ſhade, 

That oft have heard a Pope's melodious tongue, 
And oft reſounded while a Thomſon ſung, 

Receive the meaneſt of the tuneful train, 

Who trembles while he wakes the votive ſtrain. 
Beauty and ſtrength thro' all the pile unite, 

Warm the bold thought, and fix the roving ſight: 
Taſte guides the rule, while judgment marks the lines, 
And all the maſter in the ſtructure ſhines. 

Here live the rev'rend ſages of mankind, 

Whoſe works delighted, or inform'd the mind; 
The laurel'd offspring of immortal Rome 

Live here, and with their preſence guard the dome ! 
Here too her later ſons, not leſs in fame, 

Whoſe fingers wak'd to life the pencil'd frame, 

Or ſoften d into ſenſe the rugged ſtone, 


Flouriſh amidſt creations of their own. 


Come forth, my muſe, and wand'ring o'er the greek. 
Mark the fair glories of this living ſcene— 
From yon proud Obeliſk, whoſe tow'ring brow 
Throws its long ſhadows o'er the plains below; 


From 
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From yonder Fane “, which darkſome firs embrace, 


{ 


Down to the graceful Column's humbler baſe : 
O would ſome power my kindling breaſt inſpire 
With Titian's genius, or with Thomſon's fire; 
Soon ſhould the ſmiling lawn, the purple ſkies, 
The hanging grove, on breathing canvas riſe ; 
In all its charms the vivid landſcape ſhine, 


And nature's touches only rival mine, 


Beneath this antient pile, whoſe Gothic tower 


Pale ivy claſps, and circling elms embower, 


Reſts his pale head, who firſt theſe beauties plann'd, 


And rais'd this Eden with his foſt'ring hand 
Dumb the ſoft muſic of his tuneful tongue, 

On which the liſt'ning ſwains enraptur'd hung ; 
That heart, which lately leapt at beauty's name, 
That glow'd with virtue's, friendſhipꝰs pureſt flame, 
Beats now no more let thoughtleſs man attend, 
And mark the point where all his triumphs end! 
With mournful pomp, by his unconſcious ſide, 


Cold as her urn, reclines his beauteous bride; 


F Temple of Theſeus. 


To 
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To whoſe fair memory flow'd the tend'reſt tear, 


That ever trembled o'er the female bier : 


O let congenial anguiſh pauſe, and weep, 


Where beauty, worth, and buried genius ſleep ! 


Thou little murmuring rill ſhalt be our guide, 
Whoſe amber waves along the pebbles glide ; 
Sacred perhaps to ſome fair rural power, 


That ſweeps unſeen amidſt the neighb'ring bower, 


To that lone Dell, beneath the deepen'd ſhade, 
Where down the valley burſts the rude caſcade; 
Hence let us fly from day's increaſing beam, 
Lull'd-by the murmurs of the babbling ſtream : 

Or farther bend, to where the moaning dove 
Invites our ſteps to yonder gay Alcove : 

Delightful haunt—where ſportive elves repair, 

And chaunt ſoft warblings to the midnight air; | 
What diſtant ſound is that which meets my ears, 
Sweet as the muſic of the rolling ſpheres ! 

Heay'n's! what a glorious ſcene! with rapid ſweep 
The headlong waters ruſh from ſteep to ſteep ; 
While the grey rocks, whoſe baſe they foam around, 
Repels them as they break with furious bound : 
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The ſparkling ſun- beams on their ſurface play, 
And the bright waves reflect a double day. 


Mark with what pomp the dark o'er-arching wood 
Bends its broad arms to taſte the billowy flood ; 
While far above, on yon green mountain's height. 


The bold rotunda ſwells upon my fight. 


Now o'er the ſloping lawn's luxuriant ſide, 
Where ſtands the portico in all its pride; 
Soft let me ſeek the grotto's cool retreat, 
And reſt awhile on yon ſequeſter'd ſeat 
Beneath that antient ak the foreſt's boaſt, 
Whoſe branching arms might ſhield a num'rous hoſt—— 
Fair Venus, to thy guardian power I bow, 
Propitious ſmile, and hear my profter'd vow ; 
Still on thy bard thy genial influence ſhed, 
Still twine thy myrtles round his favour'd head; 
So ſhall he wake for thee the ſounding ſtring, 
And ev'ry mountain with thy praiſes ring. 
Ye moſs- clad banks, where twining violets bloom, 
That load the ſcented breeze with ſoft perfume: 
Ye verdant ſhrubs, permit a ſtranger gueſt 


On your ſoft couch his fainting limbs to reſt 
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Thou guſhing flood, thro' whoſe tranſparent ſtream, 


Of glaſſy hue, a thouſand fragments gleam, 


Still murmur on—while Morpheus, drowſy god, 


O'er my ſcorch'd temples waves his leaden rod. 


But other ſcenes, as rapturous, bid me riſe, 


And other beauties call my wandering eyes. 


Now will the muſe the winding path aſcend, 
And to that gloomy bank her footſteps bend, 


To hail her Shenſtone—and, with grief ſincere, 
Drop o'er his ſhade the tributary tear; 
That tear which he to ſuff ring virtue gave, 


Shall now bedew his own lamented grave. 


Ye fairy vales, and thou, enchanting glade “, 
His foſtering hand in artleſs pomp array'd, 
Where is your Corydon ? Ye ſylvan powers, 


That wont to rove midſt thoſe deſerted bowers, 


With. roſes who ſhall deck your lonely way, 


What birds ſhall warble, or what fountains play ? 


For Corydon is gone—The ſhepherds come, 
But ev'ry flute, and ey'ry voice is dumb 
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* Virgil's Grove; which is the glory of the Leaſowes. 
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The flocks with ſhriller plaints his loſs deplore, 


And, bleating moan—“ Our maſter is no more!“ 


In yonder lawn, beſide the bending wood, 
The bard of Twit nam erſt, delighted ſtood ; 
With nature's charms, or Homer's rapt, he ſung, 
And lays ſpontaneous warbled from his tongue. 
Behold where friend(hip rears the pious urn, 
Fond pledge of thee that never muſt return, 
In theſe lov'd haunts, with more than mortal fire, 


To ſwell the notes, and ſmite the ſounding lyre. 


How high yon Turret, mouldering in decay, 
Majeſtic ſoars midſt ruins rude and grey; 
Up the ſteep pile aſpiring ivy creeps, 
And in its ſhade the bat ſecurely ſleeps : 
Ah, Lyttelton! in vain thy fancy ſtrives. 
To imitate, where real nature lives— 
For ſtill in ſpite of thee, in ſpite of art, 
Her anrient ſpirit breathes thro' ev'ry part. 
In ſome bleſt moment, ſure, thy daring hand | 
O'erpower'd the nymph, and caught her magic wand! 
Trembling, at length, I reach the glorious height, 


And the wide landſcape burſts upon my fight; 
» * T1 
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Scarce can I roll my eves from fide to fide, 

Where far beneath the diſtant rivers glide : 

Where cities ſwell, where foreſts, dark and deep, 

Stretch o'er the vallies with tremendous ſweep 

Here the proud Malvern * hills romantic riſe, 

There the great Wrekin mingles with the ſkies; 

Here Clent's delightful ſummits ſmile around, 

And the Black Mountains ꝗ there the vaſt horizon bound. 


Now let the notes in mournful cadence flow, 
All wildly ſweet, and breathe the ſoul of woe; 
Strains, ſuch as warbled late o'er Lucia's tomb, 
Sooth'd her pale ghoſt, and chear'd the mirky gloom : 
When theſe lone bow'rs with ſofter meaſures rung, 
Than ever dropt from Petrarch's tender tongue. 
Her courſe the muſe to yonder mountain bends, 
Where, wrapt in ſhade, the leſſening ſpire aſcends, 
There will ſhe wail the royal infant's doom, 
Bid round his ſhrine eternal laurels bloom; 
And while her eyes pour forth the torrent flood, 
Her hand ſhall write the tale in lines of blood ! 

The Malvern hills divide this county, on the ſouth-weſt ſide, from Herefordſhire, and 


riſe to a great height, one above another, for ſeven miles together. 
+ Theſe mountains, and the round hill near Radnor in Wales, are, in a clear atmoſphere, 


_ viſible ; though at the diſtance of near cighty miles. 
| In 
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In thoſe dark times, when frantic diſcord pour'd 
The gleaming horrors of her vengeful ſword 
O'er half the ravag'd globe—and Saxon chains 
In ſlavery bound Britannia's hardy ſwains, 
There dwelt a prince *; whom fate's ſevereſt frown 
Curſt with the hopes of Mercia's glittering crown; 
For ere nine ſummers, circling o'er his head, 
On his young cheek the ſilver down had ſpread, 
The hapleſs Kenelm wept his raviſh'd ſire, 
And ſaw the brother of his heart expire ! 
Nor yet remain'd a mother's foſt'ring care, 
To gild the ſcene, and chaſe his deep deſpair ; 
The baleful hour that life to Kenelm gave, 
Conſign'd the wretched parent to the grave. 


* « On the death of Kenulph, King of the Mercians, the kingdom fell to his ſon 
« Kenelm, then an infant, whoſe elder ſiſter, Quendred, practiſed with Aſkebert, her lover, 
<« and the young king's guardian, to make away with him; which, that he might do the 
«© more ſecretly, he had the young king inte Clent-wood, in this county, under thefair pre- 
6+ tenceof taking pleaſure in hunting, and when he had gotten him into a ſs Place, be 
«* cut off his head, and buried him where no man knew.“ 

Vide Plott's Hiſt. of Staffordſhire, p: 412. 

Subjects of the deſcriptive kind labour under this peculiar difad vantage: they are ſeldom read 
but by perſons who are intereſted by their particular knowledge of the beauties of the place 
deſcribed. To make. them more general therefore, by introducing hiſtorical events, or enli- 
vening epiſodes, has been always the conduct of writers who were emulous of more univerſal 
attention. If the candid reader will forgive the diſproportionate length of the following ſtory, 
which is not the offspring of poetic, invention, the author hopes the truly tragical ſcenes it 
contains will ſufficiently apologize for its other defects. 0 

ne 
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One only ſiſter ſhar'd his filial grief, 
Whoſe fondneſs gave his bleeding heart relief; 


Forlorn they wander thro' the lonely wood, 


And mix their murmurs with the ſounding flood ; 


Or ſpeechleſs bend and kiſs the hallow'd bier, 
Returning ſigh for ſigh, and tear for tear. 


Thus many a tedious month in anguiſh paſt, 
And ev'ry month more irkſome than the laſt; 
But fiercer pangs the beauteous maid oppreſt, 
And love and grief divide her anxious breaſt. 
To guard the realm from foreign tyrant's rage, 
And guide the monarch in his tender age, 

Was Aſkebert's high care; whoſe mighty name, 
Thro' all the weſt renown'd for martial tame, 
Struck dread thro' ev' ry rebel Saxon's ſoul, 


That dar'd reſiſt his ſov reign” 8 ; high controul ; 


Yet beauty's charms could ſmooth the warrior's brow, 


His breaſt of ſteel with ſofter trrnſports glow ; 


ts 


Thoſe ſinewy limbs, that on the embattled plain 


Sublimely tower'd o'er myriads of the ſlain, 


With matchleſs grace amidſt the dance could move, 


And warm the tender female heart to love 


3 
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Fair Kendred ſaw, and felt the rapturous heat 
Thro' ev'ry pulſe with quick vibration beat g 

In vain ſhe ſtrove her frantic pains to hide; 
Or ſtop reſiſtleſs paſſion's ſwelling tide ; 

Her conſcious thoughts in all her features riſe, 
Glow on her cheeks, and languiſh in her eyes: 
Norleſs the baron felt the ſecret flame, 

But ſigh'd impatient for the royal dame * 
Such ſavage joy the tiger 8 breaſt inſpires, ; 8 
Or dæmons, madd'ning with inceſtuous fires! 
Treaſon and „ in his boſom brood, 

That burns for power, and thirſts for infant blood; 
His guilty flame from curſt ambition ſprings, 

And love conceals a dagger with his wings— 

Yet ſofteſt ſounds adorn'd his flowing tongue, 

On which the nymph with rapt attention hung, E 
Swift thro' each ſenſe the mingling poiſon gole. 
And ſcepter'd ſplendors fire her tainted ſoul. 
Warm'd by her ſmiles, the fell barbarian glows, 
His dark and dreadful purpoſe to diſcloſe ; "op 

And while with eager Joy her hand he preſt, 

Thus his falſe lips th' attentive maid addreſt: 


« Faireſt of Mercia's nymphs, whoſe angel charms 


« Have fill'd this panting breaſt with ſoft alarms ; 
3 
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„ Dear, blooming idol of my doating eyes, 

% For whom I waſte the tedious night in ſighs, 

« How long in doubt and anguiſh ſhall I pine, 

«© When call that paradiſe of beauty mine? 

« Haſte thee, my love; to yonder fane away, 

« The breathing altars chide our long delay; 

« This hour the hoary ſeer ſhall join our hands, 

« And Hymen bind us in his myrtle bands.” 

The nymph obey'd : her kindling cheeks aſſume 
A deeper crimſon, as ſhe reach'd the dome, 
There while the prieſts the ſolemn rites prepare, 
He mark'd the tumults of the trembling fair ; 
And gazing, with that look of villain joy, 

That maſks the fiend, and ſmiles but to deſtroy ; 
On ev'ry charm with wanton praiſes dwelt, 
Diſſembling tranſports which he never felt: 

« Bleſt with the beams of thoſe blue rolling eyes, 
<* Ienvy not the gods their purple ſkies; 

« My Kendred's thouſand beauties to behold, 

ce Might draw down Woden “ from his throne of gold. 
« But Woden's ſelf ſhould never taſte thy charms, 


Nor force thee trembling from my bridal arms: 


* Woden was the principal deity of the Saxons. 


R 


[ 188 J 


« How would the ſcepter, by thy father borne, 


« His lovely daughter's ſnow- white hand adorn! 


„ The gems, that in the crown of Mercia glow, 


How would they ſparkle on thy brighter brow ; 
« And mingling with thy flowing, auburn hair, 


- 


Surpaſs the ſplendors of the proudeſt fair! 


* 


«© Shake not —nor dread to mount a brother's throne, 


„Which years and birth more juſtly ſtamp thy own; 
Infirm, and tott'ring with each rougher breeze, 
Soon may he fall the victim of diſeaſe; 

© Or if diſeaſe ſhould ſpare his infant head, 


© There want not means to mix him with the dead.” — 


c 


A 


Ah ceaſe,” the Princeſs cries, ** that piercing ſtrain, 


C 


* 


Nor let a ſiſter raiſe her voice in vain; 
If my lov'd Aſkebert hath thus decreed, 


The throne. be ours - but let not Kenelm bleed: 


c 


Lal 


c 


O ſpare his tender age, and let his fate 

« Be chains for life, or exile from the ſtate.” 

She ſpake; and thus the guileful peer replied, 

While his falſe tongue his murd'rous heart belied: 

«© Well haſt thou ſaid—Yes, leſt his vengeful hand 
“ Hurl the red torch of faction round the land; 

« Far, far from hence to Mercia's diſtant bound, 


10 Where trackleſs foreſts ſtretch immenſe around, 


«& And 


[ 12g ] 


« And length'ning ſwamps thro' howling deſarts ſpread, 
« Some faithful hind his devious ſteps ſhall lead : 


«© While we, triumphing in a nation's ſmile, 
« The fondeſt, happieſt pair of Albion's iſle, 
“Secure in rounds of endleſs rapture move, 


And feaſt on all the luxuries of love,” 


The magic ſound ſwift darted to her brain, 
While fiercer tumults throb in ev'ry vein : 
Her hand he printed with an ardent kiſs, 


And the laſt rites confirm their impious bliſs. 


The ſounding clarions now th' event declare, 


The aſſembled lords the nuptial banquet ſhare ; 


T he royal victim flew to be careſs'd, 
Nor knew a murd'rer claſp'd him to his breaſt. 
« Kenelm, at length, thy pious grief refrain, 
« This day demands our rapture's loudeſt ſtrain ; 
« To-morrow mount thy choiceſt, ſwifteſt ſteed, 
« Beneath our ſpears the foaming boar ſhall bleed : 
* The youth of Mercia call thee to the plain, 
« And thy fair ſiſter deigns to grace our train,” 
The prince delighted his command obeys, 
And ſprings from ſlumber with the morning rays: 
| Ka But 
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But when the chace in all its fury burn'd, 
To theſe lone hills his devious courſe he turn'd; 


And as their ſteeds the dreary wild aſcend, 


« This ſuits our purpoſe well,” exclaim'd the fiend! 


c 


A 


Purpoſe! what purpoſe -O, my honour'd lord, 
„% What means that frown, and ah! that gleaming ſword ! 
© If aught my raſh, unthinking youth hath err'd, 


% To rouze thy juſt revenge, in deed, or word; 


c 


* 


Behold me roll repentant at thy feet, 
Lo in the duſt thy pardon to intreat; 


« O, by theſe tears, that threat'ning hand remove, 
« My father's friendſhip, and my ſiſter's love; 


« In bonds of ſteel my tender limbs confine, 


«© In damp and dreary dungeons let me pine; 


the brandiſh'd falchion ſtopt his cries, 
And his meek ſoul fled quiy'ring to the ſkies. 


« But ſpare” 


As the firſt murd'rer, from the ſtroke that gave 
His proſtrate, bleeding brother, to the grave ; 
Thus, ghaſtly pale, this ſecond Cain aroſe, 

Such horror ev'ry ſhudd'ring finew froze! . 
But no remorſe could touch that iron heart, 


Where never conſcience plung'd her burning dart. 


With 
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With ſavage rage his purple robes he tore, 


And dy'd them deeper in the reeking gore 

Then deeply delv'd the dark, unhallow'd tonb, 
And gave the mangled corpſe to earth's affrighted womb, 
But now, reſounding from the neighb'ring vale, 
The horn's ſhrill clangors load the chearful gale : 
Furious he ſnatch'd the veſt, that dropt with blood, 
And, like an arrow darting thro' the wood, 

Terror and guilt, wild-glaring in his eyes, 

Fill'd the wild concave with his dreadful cries. 

e Halt, comrades halt this bloody robe I found 

« Deep in the foreſt, ſmoaking on the ground; 


« Some prowling ſavage, or ſome ruffian's ſword, 


© Hath rent the boſom of our youthful lord; 
“Through yonder brake methought I ſaw him borne, 
*© By the fierce, panting boar—all gaſh'd and torn— 


« Haſte, let us pierce its gloom; ſome happier ſpear 
«k May reach the monſter in his mad career.“ 


« As mine does thee”—indignant Kendred ſaid, 


And with her ſabre clove his trait'rous head. 

« The monſter thou—inhuman murderer go, 

« Where vengeance waits thee in the realms below, 
« To ſcoffing fiends thy tale of horror tell, 


e And reign with furies in the deeps of hell; 5 
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« My ſoul with thine ſhall take her guilty flight, 
* Purſue thee howling thro' the realms of night; 


* 


Still thunder in thy ears the promis'd throne, 


La) 


And make the ſhades re-murmur with her moan ! 


* Dear, martyr'd youth, that, in thy tendereſt age, 


Haſt fall'n the prey of fell ambition's rage ; 
f « On the pale, trembling wretch, from heav'n look down, 


* That dared aſpire to ſeize a brother's crown— 


c 


* 


Behold the proſtrate author of thy woe: 

« Mine was the hand that gave the deathful blow 
« Mine was the traitor- voice that bade thee bleed, 

«© And thus this dagger ſhall revenge the deed!“ 

She ſpake, and kiſſing thrice th' impurpled veſt, 


Thrice plung'd the weapon in her beauteous breaſt, 


The muſe, all penſive, haſtes to happier plains, 
Where Contemplation, pale-eyed matron, reigns ; 
Deep thron'd in tenfold glooms that round her riſe, PE 
In proud theatric ſtate, and ſweep the ſkies. 
She comes, in robes of virgin white array'd; 
Silent as night, ſhe ſtalks along the glade : 
She ſpeaks ; the ſolemn ſounds conviction roll, 
And ruſh like lightning to my inmoſt ſoul: 

4 Mortal, 


Ep" 


Mortal, whoſe foot my hallow'd haunts pervades, 
« Approach the Genius of theſe awful ſhades: 
« And learn—how vain the monarch's purple ſtate, 


« How low the boaſted triumph of the great; 


& Compar'd with raptures which content inſpires, 
„When wiſdom guides the mind, and virtue fires— 
« Ye blinded wretches, who for glory brave 

“* The battle's roar, and ſtem the raging wave; 


e And ye, who fir'd with boundleſs thirſt of gain, 


« Tempt the. dark mine, or tread the burning plain, 
« To this lone ſpot retire, and know that All is vain” =—— 


But ſee where gathering clouds deform the ſky, 
To yonder cell's deep covert let us fly, 


Where darker trees their twilight horrors ſpread, 
And wrap fome hermit in their iron ſhade— 
Heard you that dreadful clap--ſo loud, and long, 
Twas heav'n's high voice that ratified the ſong : 
Yes, ye fair ſyrens, that betray mankind, 

Whoſe various influence tears the human mind, 
Wealth, beauty, power, I dare renounce you all, 
And proſtrate bend at virtue's awful call ! 

I ſee, I ſee your fading charms expire, 


Darken'd their luſtre, and extinct their fire; 


Far, 


[ 188: J 


Far, far from you contented would I dwell 


Beneath theſe roofs, and bid the world farewell ; 
Here innocence and peace ſhould crown my days, 
And my fond heart forget its throb for praiſe: 
No longer conſcious to the taſte of blood, 

The fruits of earth ſhould be my humbler food; 
My thirſt I'd lake in yon tranſlucent ſtream, 


With God, my guide, my guardian, and my theme. 


How ſoft the fragrance of this vernal ſhower, 
That lights the gem and wakes the drooping flower ! 
On magic ground, entranc'd, I ſeem to tread, 
Where ſparkling emeralds pave the glowing mead : 
With more than mortal notes the groves reſound, 


With more than Perſian odours breathes the ground, 


Ere yon reſplendent lamp forſakes the day, 
I'll climb the ſteep, and mark his ſetting ray 
From yonder ſeat—where, to his Maker's praiſe, 
Some pious ſwain hath grav'd the duteous lays —— 
Unbounded ſcene—beyond my humble ſtrain, 
For here a Milton's daring powers were vain ; 
« Theſe are thy glorious works, Almighty King,” 
The bard aſtoniſh'd ſaid, and dropp'd the ſtring! 
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If 


( 129 J 


If my fond eyes the diſtant hills behold, 
Thoſe ſkies, diſtin& with azure and with gold, 
Sweep o'er the foreſt, range the deſart heath, 


Or wanton in the ſpreading lawn beneath: 


His hand I ſee in nature's thouſand forms ; 


His power ſupports them, and his ſpirit warms. 


How beauteous, midſt the gay ſurrounding mead, 


Does yon proud manſion rear its ample head ! 


Whoſe poliſh'd towers with trembling radiance gleam, 


As the broad ſun obliquely darts his beam. 
What tho' Dedalean ſkill hath deck'd the dome, 
Vandyke or Titian glow in ev'ry room ; 

Theſe are its meaneſt pride—with all the fire, 
With all the genius of his noble fire, 

There dwells a Lyttelton—immortal name! 
That fires my fancy with rekindling flame; 

As all thy glorious anceſtors I trace, 

And the long ſplendor of thy antient race: 
Bards, Prelates, Chiefs, in bright ſucceſſion riſe, 


And ermin'd ſages ſweep before my eyes. 


Nor will the muſe neglect, in proud diſdain, 
The decent village, and the lowly ſwain, 
* K 
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The ſheep, that thro' an hundred paſtures feed, 
The half-rais'd ox, and briſk diſporting ſteed 


But ah ! ye lovely, fading ſcenes, farewell ; 
Farewell ye fields, where health and pleaſure dwell; 


The thruſh invites me from the ſecret bower, 
The lone owl hails me from her antient tower ; 
The ſhades of eve, advancing, veil the plains, 


And half unſung the pleaſing theme remains. 


Fatigued, tho' raviſh'd with theſe glorious views, 
Pleas'd I retire with filence and the muſe 
Beneath this Doric roof——my aching ſight 
Dwells on theſe humbler greens with freſh delight; 
Where ſhades o'er ſhades, in deep'ning pomp, aſcend, 
And thro' the vale their lengthen'd gloom extend: 
Here oaks of mighty growth the plain embrown, 
There hoary elms or branching cheſnuts frown : 
Here towering limes the tempeſt's fury dare, 


Or darker firs, luxuriant, ſhoot in air. 


Now let me penetrate yon lonely dale, 


Where in ſoft whiſpers ſighs the hollow gale; 


And many a murmuring rivulet breaking round, 


Lulls my rapt ſenſes with its ſoothing ſound. 
3 5 With 
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With rapture thro' the darkſome glen I ſtray, 
Where twining coppice half exclude the day ; 
High o'er my head the cuckow ſwells her throat, 
And clamorous rooks prolong the ſolemn note. 
But lo, where brighter ſcenes my ſteps invite, 
By change more grateful to the roving ſight; 
With joy the muſe expands her riſing wing, 

O'er vallies, fluſh'd with all the pride of ſpring ; 
O'er plains, gay-ſmiling with eternal green, 
Plains, which had Mecca's boaſted prophet ſeen, 
Here had he bade his blooming Houri riſe, 


And HAd LEV been his fairer Paradiſe. 


The ſun hath now withdrawn his fiercer fires, 
And yonder ſee his laſt, faint beam expires : 
Tis fancy's hour—and now the fairy train, 
Whoſe pinions wont to ſweep the dewy plain, 
Ruſh from their haunts, beneath the ſhadowy dell, 
The moſs-green grotto, and the pebbled cell. 


Hark ! what ſoft ſtrains of muſic float around ; 


From bow'r to bow'r the length'ning notes reſound : 


Will Thomſon now deſcend and ſeize the lyre, 
And join in concert with the woodland quire 
8 2 


Come, 
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Come, gentle bard, together let us rove, 


Wrapt in high converſe, thro' the darkeſt grove 


Together let us tread thy fav'rite lawn, 
And mark the tranſports of the bounding fawn : 


For ſtill, enamour'd of thy warbling ſhell, 


With thee, fond ſwain, the Graces lov'd to dwell. 


Nature confeſs'd her darling's magic hand, 


And flowers, obedient, ſprang at thy command. 
The Seaſons danc'd around their bard, and ſhed 


Their choiceſt, ſweeteſt products on thy head. 
But nobler ſtrains of bright, ſeraphic love, 
Warm thy bold fancy in the realins above, 
Delighted with ſome kindred ſoul to ſtray, 

And tempt the dazzling realms of purer day. 

Yet here, of old, beneath this folemn glade, 
This bower, now ſacred to thy awful ſhade; 
Thou with the friendly Pope would'ſt oft prolong 
The ſocial ſtrain, or raiſe the moral ſong. 


Immortal pair ! whoſe lays the muſe approves, 


Whom freedom honours, and their country loves. 


And well might he, in whoſe harmonious mind 
Each ſofter pow'r, and ev'ry grace combin'd, 
This beauteous ſcene with partial eyes ſurvey, 


Where art and nature all their charms diſplay; 


Woods, 
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Woods, mountains, vales, with rival ſplendor vie, 


Awe the rapt ſoul, and tire the gazing eye. 


The deeper ſhades deſcend ; my anxious muſe 
With quicken'd ſtep the winding tract purſues : 
Gloomy her path; yet oft departing day, 

Thro' the long viſta darts its welcome ray : 

And many an op'ning half-diſplays to ſight, 

The dubious landſcape, fading into night. 
Beyond where thoſe brown deſart waſtes extend, 
Envil's green hills and lofty woods aſcend : 
There Stamford, rural ſwain, delights to roam, 
While round the tumbling torrents daſh their foam; 
Or in ſome ſhed of fancy's work reclines, 
Sooth'd with the murmurs of his waving pines. 
Great peer, ennobled by the generous mind, 
Who, like the mighty fathers of mankind, 
Scorns not the culture of his native plains, 


Nor ſpurns the labours of induſtrious ſwains. 


Mark where the moon, in ſilver pomp array'd, 
Skirts with her orient beam the duſky glade ; 


And as her ſilent chariot moves along, 


The burning orbs of heav'n around her throng z 
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Full on this pile her rays reflected ſhine, 

That bears the nobleſt of the Brunſwick line. 
Frederic, all hail! my country's early boaſt— 
O hapleſs prince! admir'd, belov'd, and loſt. 
Thy anxious heart beat high for Britain's fame, 
And Britain lov'd thee with a parent's flame. 
Her daughters ſung thy worth in ev'ry vale, 
Her fathers pour'd the ſage prophetic tale, 
But heav'n forbade—and fates untimely gave 
Our promis'd monarch to the barren grave! 
Yet in thy ſon theſe glorious lines we trace, 
And all the father's virtue warms his race: 
Tho' factions onge the Britiſh world to arms, 
And fierce Bellona ſound her mad alarms, 


Aw'd by the virtues of the beſt of kings, 
The fury ſhall contract her harpy wings: 


Bright from the cloud their Genius break away, 


And concord ſpread as boundleſs as her ſway. 


A M O- 


M O N O Ew 


SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 


DUCHESS OF NORTHUMBERLAND. 


YET ONCE MORE, O! YE LAURELS— 


MiLTOM, 
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Sacred to the Memory of ELIZ ABE TU, Ducheſs of Northumberland. 


WI AT meant that plaintive, choral ſwell, 


That from a thouſand voices ſeem'd to riſe, 


And ſpread in leſſening murmurs thro” the ſkies ? 
Big with what awful tale does yonder bell 
Exalt its burial note, and pour 
Its deep'ning muſic round the attentive ſhore ? 
Smote by the hand that levels all, 
Another PERCY dies. 
But let no vulgar, impious tongue, preſume 
The baleful tidings to relate, | 
This blackeſt, bittereſt ſtroke of fate, | 
And break the eternal filence of the tomb. 
The dire event a nation's cries ſhould tell, 
Twas Britain's voice that wail'd her as ſhe fell. 
"Twas Britain's voice—and all her weeping train 
Of orphans, widows mingled in the ſtrain. 
What monument can raptur'd fancy raiſe 
To the fair memory of the wiſe and good, 

T | (Tho' 
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(Tho! all the muſes wak'd their loftieſt lays, 


Tho! all the treaſures of Potoſi's mine 


Grac'd their proud bier, and ſparkled round their ſhrine) 


Greater than virtue's tears, and Britain's praiſe ? 


You ſpeechleſs, pale-eyed, ſorrowing band, 


W hoſe tears and burſting ſighs declare 

What heart-felt pangs your boſoms tear; 
Who ſhar'd her fortune, and her power, 
W hen famine cruſh'd you with his iron hand, 


When death's dire harpies, burning to devour, 


Diſeaſe and anguiſh, ſtalk'd around your bed, 


And ſhook their ſcorpions o'er your frighted head ; 
Oh! Break your awful ſilence, and prolong 

In melting rhapſodies to PER x's name, 

Your loftieſt meaſures, —ſwell the choral ſong, 
Soar with her zeal, and glow with all her flame. 
With flattery's arts your lays ye need not ſtain, 
Nor let one venal lye debaſe the ſtrain ; 

Whatc'er of daring or ſublime, 

The fabling ſons of Phoebus dream, 

To ſwell the. lofty rage of rhyme, 

Shrinks from the grandeur of our brighter theme. 
The greeneſt bays that e'er the mules ſpread, 

To ſhade the aſhes of the mighty dead, 


| 3 Fade 
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Fade at the light of Virtue's living ray ; 
Where the rapt ſoul to nobler views aſpires, 
And as on eagle wing ſhe breaks away, 
From her frail tenement of mould'ring clay, 


Pants with diviner rage, and burns with brighter fires. 


What tho' thro' thy illuſtrious veins, 
From many a godlike anceſtor roll'd down, 
And many a chief, of high renown, 
That fought on Agincourt's and Creſly's plains, 
The rich, patrician ſtream unſullied flowed ; 
Though thy proud race with lengthen'd ſplendours ſhine, 
And monarchs mingle in the mighty line, 
Theſe were but humbleſt trophies to thy name, 
Had not thy ſpirit caught the kindred flame, 
Had not thy breaſt with rival virtue glow'd. 


Beneath thy ſmiles reviving ſcience rear'd 
With fairer luſtre her immortal head, 
The ſons of genius hail'd thy bounteous hand, 
That oft the night of black misfortune chear'd ; 
And every nobler art its influence ſpread, 


In wider circles, round a favour'd land. 
T 2 
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Riſe, *® thou dear child of Fancy and the Nine, 
Whom Nature, at thy awful birth endow'd 


With rage to ſoar beyond the rhyming crowd; 

And kindled in thy breaſt the ſpark divine, 

That flaſh'd reſiſtleſs thro' thy rapid line; 

O] torn for ever from our longing eyes, 

Whom all Parnaſſus widow'd ſprings, 

And all Caſtalia's weeping grottoes mourn, 

From the cold cypreſs bowers of death ariſe, 

And ſeize once more thy ſlumbering lyre, 

And deeply ſmite its magic ſtrings ! 

Let gratitude a nobler ſong inſpire, 

Than burſt, with ſacred energy of ſound, 

When Cambria's clifts, and Conway's liſtening tide, 
Heard their hoar en raiſe his thundering ſtrain, 
To blaſt the tyrant Edward's banner d pride; 


Whoſe ſtreaming hands, with wanton vengeance red, 


Reek'd with the blood of bards unjuſtly ſlain. 

His powerful verſe hath broke the ſpell of death: 
Mark where, ſlow- riſing from their rocky bed, 
In ſtoles of white the bearded ſpectres riſe, 

And ſcud like lightning o' er the deſart heath, 

And point their hoſtile torches at his bead. 
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This alludes to a particular inſtance of kindneſs 8 bs bay Grace to the late Mc. 
Gray, , 


Such 


E 


Such deathleſs ſtrains to PERCY's memory raiſe, 


And let thy wild harp labour in her praiſe. 

O could they burſt death's adamantine chain, 
And give her to the weeping world again ! 
Thy pencil's animated touch alone 

Can draw the living portrait of her mind; 
Where ev'ry gentle female grace combin'd, 
Where ev'ry gen'rous manly virtue ſhone ; 

As thou who ſhar'd her bounty beſt can tell, 
That rais'd her name as much above her kind, 


As thy bold lays each. meaner muſe excel. 


Ye who by birth or fortune's varying ſmile 
Diſtinguiſh'd ſhine, the guardians of our iſle; 
Whether ye ſwell the Senate's awful band, 


Rolls the full ſtream of eloquence along 

Or high on glory's glittering ſummits ſtand: 
Where all the virtues dart their blended rays, 
Diffuſing round the throne their central blaze, 
And guide the ſcepter of ſupreme command; 

O dare to emulate your ſov'reign's zeal, 

In truth's, in wiſdom's cauſe with Percy glow :. 


Theſe are the baſis of a nation's weal, 


From theſe renown and laſting tranſport flow-— 


Where Lyttelton, in thoughts ſublime and ſtrong, 


Haſte 
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Haſte to the couch where drooping merit pines, 


Where pale diſeaſe the languid head reclines; 
Bid laurels round the brow of genius bloom, 


And ſnatch expiring virtue from the tomb, 


Fain would the muſe each generous deed rehearſe, 


And bid them flouriſh in immortal verſe : 

To lateſt times diſplay thy virtuous fame, 

Till wondering ages kindle at thy name : 

With all thy ſpirit warm the glowing line, 
Mark how the patriot, how the Chriſtian ſhine; 
Trace thee thro' each fond ſcene of private life, 
In all the tender names of friend and wife; 
Paint thee in ev'ry milder charm confeſs'd, 
And all the parent burning in thy breaſt : 

But what exhauſtleſs toil can number o'er 

The ſands that ſwell the deep's extended ſhore, 
Or in the deſart waſtes of Lybia riſe, il. 
When duſky whirlwinds ſweep along the ſkies ; 
And what bold tongue ſhall c'er reſound 

The boundleſs tale of thy exalted worth, 

That brightening every object round, - 
Shot forth its beams conſpicuous as thy birth : 
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Nor did thoſe beams with partial ſplendor fall, 
But like the ſource of light, they ſhone on all. 


Daughters of Jove, your mournful lays forbear ; 
Some ſong of magic virtue dare, 
To chaſe the ſullen blackneſs of deſpair, 
And ſooth the grief-ſtruck partner of her bed: 
Whoſe inexpreſſive ſorrows flow, 
In all the ſpeechleſs agony of woe, 
| Ofer the cold aſhes of the unconſcious dead, 
From the rich treaſures of your tuneful art, 
Some ſoft medicinal balm prepare, 
Sweeter than all the breathing gums that ſhed 
Their wanton fragrance thro' Arabian air, 
To heal the anguiſh of his bleeding heart. 
To kindred worth ſweep all your warbling lyres, 
O wake ſome tender, thrilling, dying ſtrain ; 
Till rapture trembles from the quivering wires, 
And ſofter anguiſh throbs thro' every vein: 
Then, as each ruder paſſion ſinks to reſt, 
With ſcenes of martial ardor warm his breaſt, 
And point his wondering eye to yonder plain; 
Where in inſulted Britain's glorious cauſe, 


His dauntleſs ſon “ the ſword of juſtice draws : 


* Earl Percy; then ſerving in America, 


And 
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And as his great forefathers tower'd in arms, 
Pants in the midſt of battle's fierce alarms, 

With eager hope to gain the glittering prize, 
Which glory holds to valour's raviſh'd view : 


Their lightning-tercors kindle in his eyes, 


And in his breaſt their ardors blaze anew. 


Tis done ;—and lo! the mitred prelate ſtands, 
The ſacred volume tremblin g in his hands, 
The laſt ſad obſequies prepar'd to pay, 
As the deep chorus chaunt the according lay, 
And render to the ravenous grave, 
That yawns to claſp her in its cold embrace, 
What erſt to crowded courts their luſtre gave, 
The boalt at once and pattern of her race. 
Grandeur approach, this awful ſpot ſurvey, 
And learn a leſſon from the ſhrouded dead; 
The rolling years urge on thy ſwift decay, 
And thou ſhalt lumber on the ſame cold bed, — 
Ha! doſt thou ſhudder at the awful tale ? 
Does thy lip quiver, and thy cheek turn pale ? 
Or ſay, do glory's charms thy thoughts beguile ? 
Does beauty lull thee with her ſofter ſmile ? 


Yet 
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Yet know. - and let theſe ſounds like thunder roll 


Thro' all the deep receſſes of thy. ſoul ; 


The ſparkling eyes in death ſhall quench their fie 


And all thy ſplendors in the duſt expire. 


Mark where, attended by the myriad throng 7 


That anxious preſs around the mournful bier, 
Unable to reſtrain the ſtarting tear, 

Death's awful train in ſilence move along: 
Pale-glimmering torches thro' the duſky air, 
On every face their funeral ſplendors glare, 

And kindle in the ſkies a milder day, 

As to yon dome“ they bend their dreary way, 
That rears its Gothic towers, ſo ſteep and hoar; 


Where Britain's nobles ſtrew the ſacred floor, 


And monarchs moulder with their kindred clay. 


But hark! the loud inſpiring organ blows, 


And pours its labour'd harmony around ! 
From their eternal thrones of light, 
Studded with burning ſapphires bright, 
Deſcending ſeraphs propagate the ſound, 


* Weſtminſter-Abbey. 
* 


And 


146 ] 
And ſwell with tranſports of celeſtial Iove: 
Her purer ſpirit mingling in their train, 
Diſſolves in ecſtacies unknown before; 
Then ſeeks with them a happier, brighter ſhore : 
On lightning pinions cleaves yon ſpangled plain, 


And glows for ever in the quires above. 
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HE Tragedy of which I have attempted to convey the beauties 
into the Engliſh language in a free tranſlation, ſtands amidſt the 
foremoſt of the claſſical productions of antiquity. Of tragical 
writing it has ever been eſteemed the model and the maſter-piece. 
The grandeur of the ſubject is not leſs eminent than the dignity of 
the perſonages who are employed in it; and the deſign of the whole 
can only be rivalled by that art with which the particular parts are 
conducted. The ſubject is a nation labouring under calamities of 
the moſt dreadful and portentous kind; and the leading character is 
a wiſe and mighty prince, expiating by his puniſhment the invo- 
luntary crimes of which thoſe calamities were the effect. The 
deſign is of the moſt intereſting and important nature, to inculcate a 
due moderation in our paſſions, and an implicit obedience to that 
providence of which the decrees are equally unknown and irre- 
liſtable. 


So ſublime a compoſition could not fail to ſecure the applauſe, 
and fix the admiration of ages. The philoſopher is exerciſed in 
the contemplation of its deep and awful morality; the critic is cap- 


tivated by its dramatic beauties, and the man of feeling is intereiled 


by thoſe ſtrokes of genuine paſſion which prevail in almoſt every 
page which every character excites, and every new event tends to. 
diverſify in kind or in degree. 

The 
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The three grand unities of time, place, and action, are obſerved 
with ſcrupulous exactneſs. However complicate its various parts may 
on the firſt view appear, on a nearer and more accurate examination 
we find every thing uſeful, every thing neceſſary ; ſome ſecret ſpring 
of action laid open, ſome momentous truth inculcated, or ſome im- 
portant end promoted: not one ſcene is ſuperfluous, nor is there one 
Epiſode that could be retrenched. The ſucceſſive circumſtances of 
the play ariſe gradually and naturally one out of the other, and are con- 
nected with ſuch inimitable judgment, that if the ſmalleſt part were 
taken away the whole would fall to the ground. The principal ob- 
jection to this tragedy is, that the puniſhment of Oedipus is much 
more than adequate to his crimes: that his crimes are only the effect 
cf his ignorance, and that conſequently the guilt of them is to be im- 
puted not to Oedipus, but Apollo, who ordained and predicted them, 
and that he is only Phœbi reus, as Seneca expreſſes himſelf. In 

vindication of Sophocles, it muſt be conſidered that the conduct of 
Ocdipus is by no means ſo irreproachable as ſome have contended : 
for though his public character is delineated as that of a good king, 
anxious for the welfare of his ſubjects, and ardent in his endea- 
vours to appeaſe the gods by incenſe and ſupplication, yet we find 
him in private life choleric, haughty, inquiſitive; impatient of 
controul, and impetuous in reſentment. His character, even as a 
king, is not free from the imputation of imprudence, and our opi- 
nion of his piety 1s greatly invalidated by his contemptuous treat- 
ment of the wiſe, the benevolent, the ſacred Tireſias. The rules 
of tragic art ſcarcely permit that a perfectly virtuous man ſhould be 
loaded with misfortunes. Had Sophocles preſented to our view a 
character leſs debaſed by vice, or more exalted by virtue, the end 
of his pe formance would have been fruſtrated; inſtead of ago- 
| nizing 
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nizing compaſſion, he would have raiſed in us indignation unmixed, 
and horror unabated. The intention of the poet would have been 
yet more fruſtrated on the return of our reaſon, and our indigna- 
tion would have been transferred from Oedipus to the gods them- 
ſelves—from Oedipus, who committed parricide, to the gods who 
firſt ordained, and then puniſhed it. By making him criminal in 
a ſmall degree, and miſerable in a very great one, by inveſting him 
with ſome excellent qualities, and ſome imperfections, he at once 
inclines us to pity and to condemn, His obſtinacy darkens the 
luſtre of his other virtues; it aggravates his impiety, and almoſt 
juſtifies his ſufferings. This is the doctrine of Ariſtotle and of 
nature, and ſhews Sophocles to have had an intimate knowledge 
of the human heart, and the ſprings by which it is actuated. 
That his crimes and puniſhment ſtill ſeem diſproportionate, is 
not to be imputed as a fault to Sophocles, who proceeded only 
on the antient and popular notion of Deſtiny ;- which we know to 
have been the baſis of Pagan theology. 


It is not the intention of the Tranſlator to proceed farther in a 
critical diſcuſſion of the beauties and defects of a Tragedy which 
hath already employed the pens of the moſt diſtinguiſhed commen- 
tators ; which hath wearied conjecture, and exhauſted all the arts. 
of unneceſſary and unprofitable defence. The Tranſlator is no 
ſtranger to the merits of Dr. Franklin; whoſe character he reveres, 
and by whoſe excellent performance he has been animated and 
inſtructed, He thinks it neceſſary to diſclaim every idea of rivalſhip 
with an author of ſuch eſtabliſhed and exalted reputation. The 
preſent tranſlation, though it be executed with far leſs ability 
than that of Doctor Franklin, may deſerve ſome notice, becauſe 
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profeſſedly written on very different principles, The Doctor 
was induced by his plan, and enabled by his erudition, to en- 
counter all the difficulties of /tera/ tranſlation. This work 
will be found by the reader, what it is called by the writer, a 


free tranſlation. The Author was not fettered by his text, 


but guided by it; he has however not forgotten the boun- 
daries by which liberal tranſlation is diſtinguiſhed from that which 
1s wild and licentious, He has always endeavoured to repreſent 
the ſenſe of his original, he hopes ſometimes to have caught its 
ſpirit, and he throws himſelf without reluctance, but not without 
difidence, on the candour of thoſe readers who underſtand and 
feel the difference that ſubſiſts between the Greek and Engliſh lan- 


guages, between antient and modern manners, between nature and 
refinement, betwecn a Sophocles who appeals to poſterity, and a 


writer who catches at the capricious taſte of the day. 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


Oedipus, the ſuppoſed ſon of Polybus, king of Corinth, leaves the 
palace of his father upon a reflection thrown on his birth by a courtier, 
to conſult the oracle at Delphi concerning his parents. In his journey 
he meets Laius, king of Thebes, %% real father, but unknown to 
him, in a narrow avenue, and being oppoſed by him, kills him and his 
attendants. He afterwards ſolves the riddle of the Sphynx, a monſter 
that laid the country of Thebes waſte with her ravages, and, as bis 
reward, is promoted to the throne, vacant by the death of Laius, and 
to the bed of Jocaſta, his own mother. A dreadful peſtilence rages 
among the Thebans, and, Creon being ſent to conſult the oracle, 
brings back this anſwer. * That, when they ſhall have baniſhed the 
murderer of Laius, then ręſident among them, the plague ſhould ceaſe.” | 
Oedipus, anxious to diſcover the offender, and to revenge his death, 
denounces the moſt ſolemn curſes both againſt the culprit and thoſe who 
conceal him. After variety of inveſtigation, Oedipus himſelf is dis- 
covered to be the murderer. In his rage he tears out his eyes, and 


Jocaſta, unable to bear the reflection of her impurity, deſtroys herſelf. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Oedipus, « King of Thebes, 

Jocaſta, — - Wiſe of Oedipus. 

Creon, — - - Brother to Jocaſta. 

Tirefias, = - A blind Prophet of Thebes. 
Corinthian Shepherd. 

Shepherd formerly belonging to Laius, 

Meſſenger. 

High Prieſt of Jupiter. 


CHORUS. Conſiſting of the Prieſts and antient Men of Thebes, 
Theban Youths and Children of Oedipus. 


SCENE, The Area before the Palace of Oedipus; where the 
Prieſts are aſſembled before the Altars, 


OEDIPUS 
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OE DIPUs, the PRIEST, CREON, CHoRUus. 


OEDIPUS. 


OrrspriNG of antient Cadmus, wherefore thus 
With ſuppliant branches preſs you round our palace ? 


The temples ſmoak with incenſe, all our ſtreets 
Reſound with mournful pæans, and with burſts | 
Of frantic woe — Bchold your prince himſelf, 

Ev'n Oedipus, by ev'ry tongue renown'd, 

Anxious, impatient, haſtes to learn the cauſe 

Of theſe commotions : Say, thou rev'rend ſeer, 
Whoſe years and wiſdom claim my firſt regard, 
Say, what diſaſters, what unſeen diſtreſs 

Involve my people: have the wrathful gods 

Pour'd down their vengeance for ſome hidden crime, 
Or hath ſome plunderer Jaid your city waſte ? 

Say, for this arm ſhall yield you from his rage, 


X 2 Or 
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Or added incenſe ſoothe offended Jove. 
Steel'd were this heart, and ill ſhould I deſerve 
To wear the crown a grateful nation gave, 
Did I not ſympathize in all their griefs, 
And riſk my life and ſafety for their welfare. 
PRIEST. Prince of this wretched land, thine eyes behold 
What proſtrate throngs around thy altars poured, 
Implore thy ſuccour from the Jaws of death. 
Her unfledg'd * infant train their feeble hands 
Here ſuppliant ſtretch; there bend her choſen youth 
Renown'd in war—the venerable race 
To theſe ſucceed, who guard our ſacred rites, 
' Hoary with age and grief: the prieſt of Jove 
Bows proſtrate at thy feet : O king, attend 
Thy ſubjects cries, who ruſh in gathering throngs 
To where the temples of Minerva Þ riſe, 
And where Iſmenus her prophetic ſtream 
Rolls by Apollo's ſhrine : their ſacred boughs. 
Waving in air and weary heav'n with plaints. 


* The words in the original are ou di TW parpes . odeorres ; literally, not able to fly. 
a long way. 


+ In Thebes there were two temples of Pallas; one in honour of Minerva the aſſiſter; 
the other in honour of the Iſmenian Minerva. 


— 


Our 
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* Our ancient city, like a ſhatter'd wreck, 
When all the fury of the tempeſt rages, 
Sinks in the flood that ſwells to overwhelm her. 
A ſavage peſtilence with horrid ſtrides 
Stalks thro' our ſtreets, and ruſhing from the ſkies 
Avenging Phoebus ſcatters o'er the land 
His burning arrows, while the gloomy grave, 
Enrich'd with groans and death, exults to view 
Such myriads croud his deſolate domain, 
Parch'd by the blaſt the ripening harveſt dies, 
Our fields are ſtrewn with putrid carcaſes 
That lie unburied, and ſtill wider ſpread 
'T he foul contagion : diſmal ſcreams are heard 
Of women labouring with untimely birth, 
Who curſe the monſtrous product of their womb. 
O ſecond only to the immortal gods 


In wiſdom and in might, extend thy arm 


To fave our ſinking race; ariſe, O prince, 
Shine forth, as when thy glorious preſence burſt 


The ſphynx's dark enigma, and releas'd 


* This compariſon of a ſtate, ſtruggling under calamity, to a ſhip in diſtreſs, is to be met 
with in many both of the Greek and Roman claſſics ; it occurs again in the ſpeech of ſo- 
caſta at the opening of the third act, or what the critics call fo, for this diviſion into acts 


was unknown to the Grecian ſtage. 
From. 
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From death and (-r-it1Je our drooping foul, 


To life, to health an. (4lety-—prince, to thee 
We raiſe our anxious eyes; once more be call'd 
The ſaviour of our race: in this dark hour, 

If thy prophetic {kill may ought avail: 

For oft the counſels of the wife avert 

The threaten'd ill. Let not oblivion ſhade 
Thy former godlike deeds. This city ſtands 
The great recording herald of thy fame: 

Act like thyſelf; and know, illuſtrious fire, 

A kingdom's ſtrength conſiſts not in extent 

Of vaſt domains, and bulwarks rais'd to heav'n; 
The people are its ſtrength, and when theſe fail, 
Its fleets are uſeleſs, and its bulwarks vain. 

Orp. Alas! my ſons, ye urge not your complaints 
Unknown or unregarded; well I know | 
The various labours that oppreſs the ſtate : 

Nor hath your ſov'reign borne amidſt you all , 
The ſlighteſt ſhare of woe. Still have I felt 
For every pang the meaneſt ſubje& knows. 
This breaſt, where all your cares a center find, 
Feels no repoſe, but bears an empire's tolls. 


Whether by night upon my couch I lie, 


Or 
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Or thron'd in regal pomp. All- ſeeing Jove, 
Witneſs the tears I ſhed, the ſighs I pour. 
How rove my thoughts in mazy wand'rings loſt, 
Some med'cine to explore for bleeding Thebes. 
What prudence bade I fail'd not to perform 
With early ſpeed: to Delphi's ſhrine I ſent 
Creon, my noble relative and friend, 

To ſcek of Jove, what dark unpurg'd offence 
Hath ſtain'd the land; what offering may atone, 
And mitigate the wrath of angry Heav'n. 
My foul is big with terror while I wait 
The God's decree: the time of his return 


Is near elaps'd, and may the curſe be mine 
If I not execute in all its force 
The dread beheſt. 

PRIEST. Auſpicious are thy words; 


Theſe youths pronounce, that Creon is arriv'd. 


OED. O great Apotlo! Grant his chearful looks 


Be the fair omen of thy ſmile reſtor'd. 


PRIEST. Thus may we well divine, for bright indeed 


His aſpect; and around his temples wave 
The joyful laurels . 
Ok D. What his tidings, ſoon 


+ When the perſon, who was ſent to conſult the oracle, returned crowned with laurel, it 


was a ſign of his having received a favourable anſwer, 
L 
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IIe will himſelf unfold; illuſtrious prince, 

What anſwer bear'ſt thou from the ſhrines of Delphi ? 
Cre. Moſt happy, if the voice of wiſdom guide 

The ſons of Thebes: the ſtorm that now impends, 

Threat'ning her overthrow, will ſoon ſubſide. 


OE D. Myſterious are thy words; my anxious mind 


Fluctuates midſt doubt and terror. 

Cre. If my liege 
Command me to declare the will of Jove, 
Before this great aſſembly, I obey: 
Or in the private chambers of the palace, 
Submiſſive wait his will. 

OE D. Declare aloud 
The ſov'rain will: for know, my peoples grief 
Oppreſs me more than all my private woes. 
CRE. Reveal'd ſhall be the whole—The God comn 

To drive from out our land the baleful ſource 
Of theſe our ſufferings; nor to nouriſh more 


A wretch, accurſt by all the pow'rs of Heav'n. 


OED. What wretch ?—declare, how ſhall we ſoothe his ra, 


CRE. Let baniſhment, or inſtant death arreſt 


His guilty ſteps; tis blood, tis blood, my friends, 


A murder'd 


FF 


A murder'd king's unexpiated blood, 


Hath laid our country waſte. 
oOxp. Whoſe blood? Explain 
This hideous myſtery ! 
CRE. Know, illuſtrious prince, 
Ere thou waſt ſeated on the throne of Thebes, 
Laius our monarch held the reins of empire. 
Orp. Report hath told me ſo; I knew him not. 
CRE. This prince unjuſtly ſlain, the pow'rs above 
Command us to avenge, and drag to light 
The baſe aſſaſſins. 
Ok Dp. Ha! where lurk the traitors ? 
How ſhall we trace this foul and murd'rous deed 
To its dark ſource ?—but ſay, where fell the prince? 
CRE. In this ſame land he fell; let guards be ſent 
T' explore the country, leſt he ſcape by flight : 
Our early vigilance may fave an empire. 
OD. Declare the time, and manner of his death; 
Each circumſtance recall to mind ; in Thebes 
M et he this fate, or in a foreign land ? 
Cre. He went (as was reported) to conſult 
Some diſtant oracle, but ne'er return'd 


To fill his vacant throne. 


OxD. But did no ſlave, 
Y 


[ 162 J 


No meſſenger of all his train return, 
To ſpread theſe tidings of your ſov'reign's death? 
CRN. One only ſcap'd by flight, the reſt all ſell, 
Amidſt the general ſlaughter : him his fright 
Permitted but in memory to retain 
One trivial circumſtance. 
OxD. Say, what was that? 
One glimmering ſpark may light us on our way 
Thro' all this maze of guilt, 
CRE. That robbers ſlew him : 
He fell not by a ſingle ruffian's hand, 
But by the power of multitudes combin'd. 
Orp. How could a band of robbers dare a deed, 
So perilous ? 
CRE, Such were our ſurmizes then: 
But thus unaided, unaveng'd, expir'd 
The beſt of princes. 
Orp. Wherefore pried you not 
Into this dark event with keener ſearch ? 
Cre. "Twas then the monſter Sphinx to Thebes propoſed 
Her dire ænigma, and remoter cares 
Were buried in the ſenſe of preſent ills. 


OEp. Mine be the care; our grateful vows we pay, 
Firſt 
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Firſt to “ all- ſeeing Phœbus; next to thee, 


O prince, the warmeſt thanks of Thebes are duc. 
Hence with your fears, your Oedipus once more 
Will ſtand the bulwark of your falling ſtate. 
This arm ſhall drag the traitor from his covert ; 
Not only for the ſake of you, my friends, 
And this your murder'd ſov'reign, but my own. 
Soon may the daring regicides attempt 
To murder me, my children, or my queen. 
Ariſe my ſons, and henceforth throw aſide 
Your ſuppliant boughs. Before theſe glowing altars 
Let heralds ſummon all the race of Cadmus. 
Phœbus our guide, together will we raiſe 
Our heads triumphant, or together ſink 
In undiſtinguiſh'd ruin. 

PRIEST. Yes, my ſons, 
Ariſe, ſince thus our monarch hath reſolv'd : 
May that immortal power, whoſe awful voice 
Utter'd the prophecy deſcend from Heav'n, 


Avenge our cauſe, and faye expiring Th ebs. 


* Sol, qui terrarum flammas opera omnia luſtras. 
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STROPHE I. 
Immortal, high, harmonious ſtrain! 


That arm'd with awful terrors from above, 
Didſt break from Delphi's golden fane, 


Bearing to Thebes the dread command of Jove ; 


Thy ſounds with terror fill my anx1ous breaſt, 
To thee our ſorrowing pæans riſe, 

Patron and parent of the healing art. 
Delian, O quickly cleave the ſkies. 

Arm'd with thy quiver, thy unerring dart, 

And purge our city from this raging peſt. 

C FRED PRE I. 

Daughter of hope, fair child of light, 

What great 3 in time's dark womb conceal'd, 

Are now emerging to our fight; 

Or wait the rolling hours to be reveal'd ? 

Thee, Pallas, thee, the guardian of our land, 
We firſt invoke, and thee, whoſe ſhine, 


Fills our extended forum's ample ſpace, 
With theſe thine aid far-dartin g Phoebus join: 
Haſte, haſte, auſpicious, to our finking race; 


Pierce the dark fiend, and ſtay his waſteful hand. 


STROPHE 


t 


S TROP HE II. 
The pride of Thebes is levell'd with the ground, 


The fruits of earth lie blaſted on the plain: 
Her palaces with ſhrieks of death reſound, 

And her ſtreets groan beneath the heaps of ſlain. 
So wide hath ſpread the monſter's fiery rage, 
Beauty's fluſh'd cheek with fatal crimſon burns ; 

From her wild eye pernicious lightning glares : 


E'vn virtue's hallow'd plaint the tyrant ſpurns ; 


The ſcreaming infant from the boſom tears, 


And ſtrikes to earth the hoary ſcalp of age. 
ANTISTROPHE Il. 


The mother with convulſive tortures torn, 


Faints midſt her pains, and languiſhes in death, 
Her hapleſs infant curſt as ſoon as born, 

Imbibes pollution with his earlieſt breath. 
But hark! in louder burſts the pæans break; 
The ſhores will wilder acclamations ring,) 

Mad with the flames that revel thro' their blood. 
Increaſing throngs around our altars cling, 
And ſwift as rapid fire, or torrent flood, 


By myriads ruſh to Lethe's gloomy lake. 


STROPHE 
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STROPHE II. 
Bright offspring of the thuncrcr hear; 
Hear Pallas, from thy central throne of light, 
Seize thy dread ſhield, thy mighty ſpear, 
And hither, O! direct thy rapid flight. 
Enthron'd on high, with ruin by his ſide, 
This ravager, who ſpurns the mail of war, 
Hath flain thy people, and thy groves defil'd. 
O! daſh him from his fiery car, 


Drive him far hence to Scythia's rocky wild, 


Or deep ingulph lim in the Thracian tide. 
A N-F-1-S.F-R-O-P-18 III. 
But chicf, dread ruler of the ſkies, 
Bare thou thine arm, with keener lightnings red, 
Omnipotent! in vengeance riſe, - 
And let thoſe lightnings blaſt his impious head. 
Monarch of Lydia, ſtretch thy mighty hand, 
Bid thy unconquer'd ſhafts the monſter rend; 
O thou, whoſe darts Lyceum's ſummits fire, 
O Bacchus, crown'd with chaplets, hither bend 
Bacchus, who lov'ſt to join the madd'ning quire, 
Ruſh on th' accurſed “ god, and drive him from the land. 


* AmTvTippor is Deol; ev. 


A god accurſt among the gods. 
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WHATE'ER my ſubjeds juſtly can demand, 
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To grant is my ambition: therefore hear 
My words obedient; ſo ſhall we obtain 
Relief from heav'n, and expiate our offence. 
I knew not 'till this day the dire event, 

Not ey'n report had told me; but there ſeem 


Some ſure, tho' ſecret traces, that may lead 


To full detection of this monſtrous crime. 


Hear then this laſt reſolve, which I, your king, 
(Who glory in the name of citizen). 


„ 4 Et. Eun dn. 


To all the citizens of ample Thebes 
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Aloud proclaim. If any ſubject know 


By whom the ſon of Labdacu was ſlain, 
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Tis my command that inſtant he reveal 


Ihe fatal ſecret: let not dread of death 


2 — _— — 
8 


£ SE 


Reſtrain him, for the murd'rer ſhall not die: 
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His exile ſhall alone ſuffice to pay | 
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The debt of vengeance; if by foreign hand 
His blood was ſpilt, whoever brings to light 
The traiterous parricide the ſons of Thebes 
With laviſh honours ſhall reward his zeal. 
But if, from friendſhip, or whatever cauſe, 
He ſcreen the murderer, let him ponder well 
His dreadful doom. We further then command 
That none thro' all our wide domain receive 
A monſter ſo defil'd : that none hold converſe, 
In word or action, with him: drive him out 
From all your temples : let him not approach 
Your ſolemn ſacrifices, nor partake 

The ſacred ſprinklings: but purſue, purſue, 
With loudeſt execrations thro' the land 

The univerſal peſt : this awful curſe 

The god of Delphi thunders on his head. 

If ſome bold ruffian ſingly dar'd the deed, 
Or leagued with numbers, be they ſtill accurſt; 
May poverty exhauſt their weary lives; 

The ſports of pain, and victims of diſeaſe ! 

If in this palace I conceal the traitor, 


Show'r down, ye heav'ns, theſe curſes on the head 


Of Oedipus, and all his perjur'd race. 
'Tis 


* 11 


Not heav'n alone, the virtues of your king 


Command this tribute; I am bound to pay 
The debt of ample juſtice to his manes. 
I, who enjoy his ſcepter and his bed, 
And, had not unrelenting fate vppos'd 
His fond deſires, had ſhar'd his * children too 
Urg'd by a ſon's regard, I will avenge 
This beſt of princes : ſmile ye mighty names 
That laid the baſis of this tow'ring empire, 
Cadmus, Agenor, for I ill avenge 
The blood of your deſcendant. Are there yet, 
Among the ſons of Thebes, who wiſh to ſcreen 
So baſe a parricide : thou parent earth, 
Ope not the treaſures of thy fruitful womb 
To this ungrateful race: curſt be their beds, 
And barren curſt the produce of their toil, 
Till the ſame fate ſhall cruſh their impious heads. 
Juſtice divine, and ye immortal powers 
Who guard the innocent, aſſiſt our cauſe, 
The cauſe of virtue and of injur'd kings. 

COR. Prince, may each curſe thy lips have now pronounced, 
Alight on me, if, conſcious to the fact, 


I ſcreen the murderer, or abet his cauſe. 


* The introduction of this circumſtance has a ſtriking effect: Laius had a child, and that 
child was Oedipus; though his being expoſed was kept as ſecret as his birth, 
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But the bright power, who utter'd the decree, 


Can beſt explain its meaning. 
OED. Juſt, O ſage: 
But if the god incline not to reveal it, 
Who ſhall extort the ſecret from a power 
Arm'd with omnipotence ? 
CHor. Will then my liege 
Attend an old man's counſel? | 
Orp. Speak, if aught ' 
Thy mind conceives, of import to the ſtate. 
Cho. In wiſdom equalPd by the gods alone, 
The hoary ſeer, Tireſias, may unfold 
Its hidden purport. 
Orxp. Creon thus adviſed ; 
And meſſengers have twice been ſent to ſummon 
The rey'rend prophet ; at his ſtrange delay 
I wonder much. 
Cuno. Tis well; for other tales, 
Various and vague are rumour'd of his death. 
OrD, What are they, ſay? For I ſhould know them all 
To judge aright. 
Cake. They ſay the prince was ſlain 
By travellers, 
OED. This hath likewiſe reach'd my ears; 


But who hath yet appear'd to prove the fact ? 
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Cuo. If he exiſt on earth, thy menaces 
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Will force the conſcious villain to confeſs. 
OED. Whoever dar'd the execrable deed 
Will not be ſtartled at the impending curſe, 
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CHO. But this way, lo! they lead the holy ſeer, 


Who can alone diſcloſe the fatal truth. 

Orp. All-wiſe Tireſias! Thou, whoſe 50 mind 
Can pierce the dark, myſterious depths of fate, 
Whatever in the womb of night, unborn, 

Or what, amidſt the great decrees of heav'n, 

Lies hid from mortal ken: tho' dim the rays 

Of outward ſight, yet well thy mental eye 

Beholds the toils of Thebes, whoſe anxious ſons 

Call thee to be their ſaviour : for when late 

We ſought at Delphi's ſhrine the will of Jove, 

Thus ſpake the eternal voice: With inſtant death 

« Or everlaſting exile, fine the wretch 

« That murder'd Laius: this command obey'd, 

The plague ſhall ceaſe to deſolate your land.” 

O! therefore, if thy ſage, prophetic ſkill, 

From birds or ominous ſigns can ought divine, 

From ſwift deſtruction ſnatch thyſelf and Thebes; 
Avenge a murder'd prince; and thy reward 

Reap in a nation's pray'rs, and thoſe pure joys 

; The 
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The virtuous feel, in aiding the diſtreſt. 
Tix. How fatal knowledge proves, when thus to know 
Is to be doubly wretched ! when, to ſpeak, 
And to be ſilent, tire alike the ſource 
Of bittereſt grief! O had I ne'er approach'd—— 
OkD. What dreadful ſecret labours in thy breaſt, 
Darkening thy brow ? 
TiREs, Difmiſs me from thy prefence ; 
Thy future peace and mine depend upon it, 
Orp. 'Twere baſe ingratitude to Thebes, who bore 
And nouriſh'd thee, to hide the will of Jove | 
At this dread criſis. 
TiREs, Raſh, raſh prince, forbear, 
Leſt I too ſuddenly that will diſcloſe. 
Orp. O by the gods reveal it, if thou know'ſt ; 
Suppliant we all beſeech thee. 


TiREs, Urge no more 


The knowledge of thoſe woes that, ah ! too ſoon 

Will burſt upon thee. 
OD. How? Know'ſt thou our fate, 

Yet ſeal'ſt thy lip in filence; thus betraying 

Thy prince and country ? | 


TIRES. Yes, my lips are ſeal'd : 


Beware 
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Beware thy baſe ſuſpicions tempt me not 
To break that ſilence. 
OD. I can hold no longer. 

Traitor, ſince thou art deaf to our intreaties, 
Thou ſhalt reveal it, for I'll force it from thee. 

TIRES. Thou blame'ſt my conduct; heedleſs that thy own 
Ungovernable temper leaſt becomes 
This ſacred place. 

Orp. Who can reſtrain his rage, 
That ſees thee treat, with inſolent contempt, 
A nation's cries ? 
TiREs. What, on the book of fate, 

The hand of Jove hath grav'd, ſhall come to paſs, 
Tho' I remain in everlaſting ſilence. 

Oep. But duty to thy country calls upon thee 
To ſpeak her doom. 

 TiREs, Still let thy tongue rail on; 

Thy fierceſt rage ſhall never tear it from me. 

Orp. I then will ſpeak—for if aright I judge, 
Thyſelf wert conſcious to this deed of horror: 
Nay, had thine eyes retain'd their light, I think, 
Wouldſt with thine own baſe hand have done it too. 

Tires. Hear me, proud prince—the curſe thou haſt pronounc'd 
On thine own head recoils: murd'rer, avaun. 


For from this day, this day of thy diſgrace, 
The 
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The meaneſt ſlave ſhall ſpurn thee as profane, 
Accurſt by heav'n, and facred to its rage. 9 
Orp. Miſcreant, and hop'ſt thou for this daring inſult 
To go unſcourg'd ? To 
TIR Es. Tyrant, I ſcorn thy threats; 
Truth is my fortreſs, and, againſt thy power, 


Girds me, as with a coat of adamant. 


OED. But tell me from what ſource thy knowledge ſprings 
From thy prophetic art ? 


Tires. Nay, from thyſelf: 
Thy haughty treatment forced me to reveal it. 
Orp. Once more then with the ſound refreſh my ſoul. 
TIRES. Wilt thou provoke me farther; was my meaning 


Hid in ambiguous phraſe ? 


Orp. Nay, but repeat 


Thy wonderous tale. 


TIRES. I tell thee then again, 
Thou art that wretch, that murderer whom thou ſeek'ſt—— 


Orp. By heay'ns, thou ſhalt not twice inſult thy prince 
And go unpuniſh'd. 
Tires. Should I tell thee more, 
How would'!t thou madden ! 


OED. Speak it all, for all 


Is one rank forgery. 


TIRES. Know, unholy fires 
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Within that foul, unconſcious boſom burn: 
Nor heed'ſt thou that the partner of thy joys 


Shall prove ere long the ſource of all thy woes. 
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Orp. Still ſhall thy tongue ſpit forth its dark abuſe 
Againſt thy ſovereign. 
TIRES. I regard thee not, 


While truth remains my ſhield. 
Org D. Traitor, thou ly'ſt—— 
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Truth never harbour'd in ſo baſe a ſoul; 
Blacken'd by every crime, and like thy form 


Involv'd in total night. 
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TiREs. Beware the taunt, 
That foon, with triple force, ſhall fall on thee. 
Oep. Thy blindneſs is thy ſafeguard, or long ſince 
This arm had puniſh'd thy abuſe with death. 

TIRES. Still I defy thee, for thy murderous ſword 
Shall never drink my blood—The gods protect me. 
Op. Was this baſe falſehood forg'd by thee or Creon ? 

TIRES. By neither; as thy fate too ſoon ſhall prove. 

Ox D. Painful pre- eminence of wealth and power, 
And wiſdom, laſt, beſt, nobleſt gift of heav'n! 

Since envy thus purſaes to blaſt the ſteps 
Of all that's fair or excellent on earth : 


This crown, unſought by me, which grateful Thebes 
Placed 
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Placed on my brow, that baſeſt of mankind, 


Creon, Whom late I deem'd my firmeſt friend, 
Would raviſh from me, and hath here ſuborn'd 
This curſt magician, this vile ſon of fraud, 

This wily, wand'ring, ſubtle hypocrite, 

This baſe impoſtor, * blind to ev'ry ſenſe 

But that of gain, with crimes of blackeſt die 

To load my name, and ſully all my glory! 

Tell me, thou vaunting prophet, where waſt thou 
When the fell Sphynx her dark myſterious ſong 
Propos'd to Thebes: ſpeak, dotard, for to ſolve 


Her dire ænigma, aſk'd methinks at leaſt 


A prophet's pow'r——Then Oedipus aroſe, 
And, without aid of dreams, or auguries, 

But by the native vigour of a ſoul 

That pierces thine, and Creon's dark deſigns, 

W hoſe bold ambition aims to ſeize my crown, 
Soly'd the dire riddle----but beware, impoſtor, 
Thou and thy traitor friend, I ſay, beware! 

Or dearly ye ſhall rue the wild attempt. 

And did not years protect thee from my rage, 

I ſhould, ere now, have taught thee not to rouze 


The wrath of kings. 


Cuno. If to decide be mine, 
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Ve both are heated with intemperate warmth, 
Heav'n can alone decide; let then our prayers, 


United ſeek the ſuecour of the gods. 
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Tires. What, tho' a mighty empire wait thy nod, 
A monarch is but man, and I, as man, 
Am not inferior to the proudeft prince. 
Nor thee nor Creon, 'tis the gods I ſerve, 
But ſince my blindneſs wakes thy inſult—hear 
A tale ſhall ſhake thy inmoſt ſoul with horror. 
Know then, a tenfold darkneſs veils thy mind, 
And tho' thine eyes now drink the noon-tide ray, 
The time is near when they ſhall quench their orbs 
In everlaſting night! Blind wretch, thou knoweſt not 
The long, long train of black calamities, 
Whoſe ſcorpion ſtings ſhall wake thee into madneſs 
Thou know'ſt not that inceſtuous tranſports ſtain 
Thy guilty couch, and that a father's blood 
Calls from the grave for vengeance : that thy plaints 
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Of frantic woe, ſhall ring thro' ev'ry ſhore, 


And ev'ry mountain * a Cithzron prove. 
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* Cithzron was the mountain on which Ocdipus was expoſed. There is a horrid gran- 


deur, and local propriety in the original here, which could not well be expreſſed ina tranſ- 
lation. I have ventured to give it literally. 
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Serene * indeed, and ſteady was the gale 

That bore thy ſwelling ſails to Thebes's throne, 
And to Jocaſta's bed: vainly thou hop'ſt 

To anchor there in undiſturb'd repoſe. 

The port thou rideſt in with ſuch pomp of fail, 
Shall wreck thee: once more give thee back 

To all the madneſs of the hurricane; 

Thy children too—thy children did I fay ! 
Thy breth'ren—they with curſes ſhall repay 
Thy love, when they ſhall find themſelves allied 


By guilty ties ; from the ſame impious ſtem, 


Equally ſprung—now let thy wanton tongue 
Exhault its rage on Creon, and on me: 
Il bear it all, but till I tell thee, prince, 
The ſun beholds not in its wide ſurvey, 
A wretch ſo guilty, ſo accurſt as thou art. 
Orp. I vill not further bear thy inſolence, 
Be gone —haſte from my preſence, or by heav n 
TixEs. I came not here unfummon'd. 
Op. Ihink'ſt thou then. 


I ſent for thee, baie miſcreant, to inſult me? 


To tranſlate this paſſage with ſpirit and delicacy was. no very eaſy taſk : The paſſage 
literally runs thus“ When thou ſhalt have difcovered that marriage, into which thou 


| haſt ſail'd with-a fortunate gale, where thou didſt expect joy and ſafety, other, yes, other 


evils yet impend, that ſhall at once equal thee to thyſelf and thy children.” The obſcurity 
3s leſs horrid ia t he original, than the tranſlation, 


TIRES 
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Tires. Thou deem'ſt me fool and mad far otherwiſe 


Thy parents thought. 


Orp. What ſay'ſt thou? hah ! my parents— 


Whom may I call by that dear name ? 


TIRES. No more: 


This day that gives thee life, ſhall prove to thee 
The day of death. 


OED, What thick obſcurity 
Involves thy ev'ry ſpeech ? 


TiREs. But thou perhaps, 
Who ſolv'd the Sphinx's riddle, may'ſt unfold 
Their myſtery. 


OE D. Doſt thou dare reproach me too 
With what will ever be my greateſt triumph? 
Tires. That triumph ſeals thy ruin, 


Ornr. Tis well then; 
I'll glory in my fall, fince by that fall 
T've ſav'd a nation. | 


TIRRS. Glory then; farewell. 
Boy, lead me hence. 


Orp. Aye, lead the dotard hence, 
He but diſtracts our counſels. 


Tings. Prince, I go; 
Aa2 
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But, ere I take of thee my laſt adieu, 

I will, in leſs myſterious terms, unfold | 
Why came this dotard hither. Know once more 
The man on whom thy lips have thunder'd fort}: 
Such dreadful execrations, ſtands among us. 

Nor did a foreign country give him birth, 

At Thebes he drew his breath; that mark thou well. 
| | And mark—the day of vengeance is at hand. 

Tho' now he riot in the wells of wealth, | 

And ſhine in regal pomp, he ſhall not long 

q Blindneſs, and toil, and penury are his lot, 

To waſte his days in barren ſolitudes : 

And, bending on a ſtaff implore relief 

From paſſing travellers, who. ſhall ſpurn Wan pn them, 
As one accurſt, a blot in nature s page. 

ö One, whom his oπỹn polluted race may call 

Their father and their brother; ſhe who bore him, ; 
Her child and huſband, and his murder'd fire, 

A ſon inceſtous, and a parricide 

Now go within thy palace, well revolve 

Each word: and.if one word, one circumſtance 
Fail, and convict me of imputed: falſehood; 

My art prophetic ſcorn, my threats defy. 


2 CHORUS. 


CHORUS. 
STROPHE 1, 
Where lurks the murd'rous child of guilt, 


By whoſe dark hand a monarch's blood was ſpilt ? 


On whoſe devoted impious head 
The Delphic rock its hallow'd curſe hath ſhed, 
Now let him mock in flight the rapid ſteed, 
Mount “the ſwift ſtorm, or ſeize the light'ning's ſpeed ; 
For, arm'd with all the wrath of Jove, 
Whoſe bolts of fire the redd'ning ether rend, 
Apollo ruſhes from above, 
And rav'ning deſtinies his ſteps attend. 
AN T1-S;TR-QO PHE 1 


Where ſteep Parnaſſus, wrapt in ſnow, 


Rears midſt incumbent heav'n his hoary brow : 
Thence came the mandate of the god 
To drag the monſter from his drear abode : 


Whether in rocks and caves, with wand'ring feet, 
Like the lone + bull he ſeek his dark retreat, 


Vain hope! his vengeful hand to fly, 

That hand which guides the ſtedfaſt univerſe; 
To ſhun the light'ning of that eye 

Whoſe ſearching beams its inmoſt center pierce. 


* zinMoriduy d; horſes whoſe feet are like ſtorms in ſwiftneſs. 
+ This idea of the ſolitary bull is, in the original, peculiarly forcible ; Virgil likewiſe 
with the utmoſt delicacy and pathos, deſcribes the wanderings of the deſpairing bull— 
— — 0cd alter 
Vicus abit, longeque ignotis exulat oris. Vide 3d Georg. 225. 
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S TROP H E. 


What ſounds of horror ſtrike mine ear? 
The awful voice of yon prophetic ſeer : 
Tidings of death to Thebes they bring, 
Denouncing vengeance to her hapleſs king. 
Within my breaſt conflicting paſſions roll, 
Terror and doubt alternate ſhake my ſoul. 
How by our monarch's hand could Laius bleed, 
A ſtranger to that monarch's eyes ; 
Uninjur'd, unprovok'd, by word or deed ? 
Hence let me caſt the baſe ſurmize. 
ANTISTROPHE I 


The powers who ſearch the human heart, 
They can alone the dreadful truth impart; 
While ſway'd by rage, or rival hate, 
Prophets may wrongly ſcan the page of fate. 
Tho' high the ſons of men in wifdom ſhine, 
Mortals can never fathom truths divine. 
Could he who late the bulwark ſtood, 
From the fell Sphinx our city to relieve, 
Defile his ſpear with royal blood? 


"T were guilt to think, and madneſs to believe. 


And again, 
Dura jacet pernox, inſtrato ſaxa cubili. 
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CREON, OEDIPUs, JocAs TA, CHORUS. 


CREON. 


T HE BAN 8, I come to vindicate my fame 
From the foul ſtains your king hath caſt upon it. 
In this dark moment, or by word or deed, 
If Creon aught could aggravate your woes, 
He were unworthy of the air he breathes ; 
For what is life, if I muſt live deſpiſed 
By all my countrymen, and deemed a traitor ? 
Cnorus. *'Twas all the dictate of ungovern'd rage, 
He could not think thee traitor. 
Crue. Whence could ſpring 
The baſe ſuſpicion that, ſuborned by me, 
The prophet utter'd lies? 
Cno. Such were his words, 
But whence his thoughts aroſe I cannot ſay. 


CRE. Spoke he as if convinced ? 
Cuo. Tis not my taſk 


To penetrate the hidden thoughts of kings. 


Aſk him, behold he comes. | 
Orp. Thou regicide! 
Dar'ſt thou with all the hardineſs of guilt 


Approach my palace ; thou whole treaſonous ſchemes . 
| Had 
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Had plann'd my death, and wouldſt with rebel hand 


Have torn my ſceptre fromme? Tell me, traitor ! 
Didſt thou eſteem me fool or coward moſt, 
Not to perceive thy arts, or not revenge 
This violation of the rights of princes, 
I tell thee, thou art fool and madman too, 
Whoſe wild ambition hurries thee away 
In queſt of empire, which the peoples voice 
Alone can give, and pow'rful friends ſupport. 
Cre. When thou haſt heard me, then will better jodge 


Whether I merit this ſevere reproach. 


Orp. I know thy ſubtle powers of argument, 
But all the force of words ſhall ne'er convince me 
Thou art not ſtill my moſt inveterate foe. 

CRE. Yet hear me. | | 

Orp. Talk not then of innocence. 
Cre. Nay, if thou wilt not hear the voice of reaſon, 
Thou groſsly err'ſt. 
OED. And thou thou more groſsly ſtill, 

If for this treatment of an injur d friend 
Thou hop'ſt to paſs unpuniſhed. 

Bo Ck E. Prove the crime, 
I will not murmur at the puniſhment. 
Oxgp. Inſidious traitor ! didſt thou not adviſe 


To ſummon hither this all-ſceing prophet? 


Cxx. 
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Cre, Mine was the counſel, and in like ſuſpenſe 


Should be repeated. 
| OeDp. Speak, what length of time 
Hath Laius—— 
CRE. What of Laius ? 


Oep. Thus been “ ſlain 
By hands unknown ? 
CRE. A long extent of years. 
Ogp. But tell me, did Tireſias then poſſeſs 
This power of prophecy ? 
CRE. Alike he ſhone, 
Renown'd in wiſdom, and alike rever'd. 
Op. Aught did he then predict concerning me. 
CRE. It never reach'd my ear. 
Orp. What! ſought ye not 
The author of the murder ? 
CRE. Yes; but all 
Prov'd fruitleſs. | 
Oep, Why did this impoſtor then, 
So high renown'd, diſcloſe not this fell ſecret ? 
CRE. Silence doth beſt become the ignorant. 


— 


I can return no anſwer. - 
Orp. But of this, 
At leaſt, thou art the judge. 
Cre. Of what? O ſpeak; 


* The word is 22, flow'd away z an expreſſion moſt forcible in the original. 
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For if I can reſolve thy doubts I will. 
Orp. Thou know'ſt then, if this prophet of deceit 
Had not been wrought on by thy artful wiles, 
He ne'er had dar'd accuſe me of this crime. 
CRE. If this the ſeer hath done, the taſk is thine 
To vindicate thyſelf: but of my crimes 
I ſtill am ignorant. 
Orp. Thy crimes? aſk him. 
But know—all, all thy arts ſhall never prove 
Thy prince a murderer |! 
Cre. Haſt thou not eſpous'd 
= My fiſter ? 
Oegp. Yes, what then? 
Cre. With pow'r ſupreme 
Reign you not jointly o'er the ſons of Thebes ? 
OD. She ſhares at once my kingdom and my heart ; 
Her will is mine : but thou—— 
Cre. Do I not ſtand 
The third in dignity ? 
OE D. Moſt undeſervedly ; 
Thou haſt betray'd thy friend. 
| | CRE. Reſtrain awhile 
The tranſport of thy rage, and be convinc'd. 
Where is the man, who, bleſt with all that kings 


Eo 4 
And empires can beſtow, without their cares, 
Would barter for the pageant of a name, 
That peace of mind which, empires with their wealth 
Can never purchaſe, or when loſt, reſtore ? 
I am not mad enough to wiſh the change, 
Nor hath a ſcepter ſuch alluring charms 
To draw me from that purpoſe, while I ſhare 
The higheſt power a ſubje& can enjoy, 
Or prince confer : monarchs are oft the ſlaves 
Of factious nobles, oft reſign their crowns 
At the mad ravings of the tyrant vulgar 
I fear them not; ſuppliant they crouch to me, 
All who to fortune, or to pow'r aſpire, 
And ſeek thy ſmile, Shall I this ſolid good 
Quit for a ſhadow? No, thou wrong'ſt me much. 
I ſcorn the name of traitor, and would bare 
The murderous plot to light, if aught I knew 
Of lurking treaſon. Doſt thou doubt my truth, 
Go learn it of the Delphic oracles ; 
And, if I have deceiv'd thee, let me ſuffer 
All the collective wrath of heav'n and thee. 
Shall prejudice uſurp the force of truth, 
And ſhall a monarch, fam'd like Oedipus 
For wiſdom as for virtue, doom to ſhame, 
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On blind ſuſpicion's moſt fallacious teſt, 
His boſom friend? Remember, prince, the name 
Of friend is ſacred, and, to loſe a friend, 
A greater ill than loſs of life itſelf. 
My innocence time only can atteſt : 
But wait with temper ; for tho' curtain'd guilt 
Is ſoon unveil'd, to heal the wounded fame 
Of injur'd virtus aſks a longer period. 
Cuno. Calm thee, O king; nor let thy rage tranſport thee 
Beyond the bounds of reaſon : raſh reſolves. 
Are often dearly rued. 


OED. What! when the ſword 
Is lifted to my throat, muſt I ſubmit, 
With paſſive tameneſs, to the ſtroke that rends 
My empire from me, and, with empire, life ? 


CRE. Raſh, haughty man, what will appeaſe thy rage? 


My exile ? 
Oep. No, thy death. 


CE. Muſt J then die 
Without one proof of guilt ? 


Oep. Thy death, I ſay, 
Alone can ſatisfy my juſt revenge. 


CRE. Thou raveſt! 
Oxp. I ſpeak the purpoſe of my heart. 


CRE. 
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CRE. If fo, tis prudent I conſult my ſafety. 


Oegp. Thou traitor ! 


CRE. But thou haſt not prov'd me ſuch. 

Orp. Abſolute is a king, and his commands 
Muſt be obey'd. 

CRE. If founded on injuſtice, 

They ought to be reſiſted unto death. 

OED. Thebes, hear'ſt thou this? 

CRE. Yes, hears and triumphs too. 
I am her ſon ; ſhe taught my infant ſoul 
The glorious precept. 
CHO. Princes, ceaſe your ſtrife ; 

Jocaſta hither from the palace bends : 
Ceaſe, or make her the umpire of your cauſe. 

Joc. Whence roſe this tumult? Thoughtleſs, cruel men, 
Have you combin'd to multiply our griefs, 
And plunge your country deeper in deſpair? 
Let each in ſilence to his home depart, 
Nor, with your private, ſwell the public woes. 

CRE, Siſter, thy lord hath baſely injur'd me; 
Nought but my ruin can appeaſe his rage. : 

Oxp. No, for this brother with inſidious wiles 
Hath plann'd my death. 5 
Cre. May ev'ry curſe of heav'n 


Fall on me if I cer indulg'd the thought. 
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Toc. His vows, O king, revere, and plighted faith. 


If or thy country or thy queen be dear 
Cno. We too mult join in the ſame ardent wiſh, 
And plead his cauſe. 
Orp. Muſt then a baffled prince 
Submit to theſe reproaches from a ſubject? 
Cno. His blameleſs character, his ſolemn oath, 
At leaſt demand reſpect. 
OED, What would you have, 
Or know you ? 
Cho. We implore thee, prince—— 
OED. Speak on. 
Cho. By friendſhip's holy name, to ſpurn not thus 
One who ſolate was neareſt to thy heart, 
On mere ſuſpicion. 
Orxp. Then you are reſolv'd 
To facrifice me to his dark intrigues ; 
For he or I muſt fall. 
ChO. By yon bright fun, 


The leader of the flaming hoſt of heav'n; 


I meant not thus. Tis agony of foul 


For all the woes my bleeding country bears, 


| Makes me thus urgent. 


Ogp, Let him then be gone, 
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If I muſt be the victim. Not to his, 
But thy requeſt I yield : deep in this heart 


Will ever dwell the mem'ry of his crimes. 


CRE. Unſkill'd to yield, thy ſtubborn ſoul is torn 
With furied pangs; thoſe pangs are my revenge. 

Orp. Hence, villain, hence, leſt I revoke my words. 

CRE. I go, unmov'd by all thy menaces; 
That cannot ſhake my innocence, and theſe 
Can beſt defend it. 

Cho. Uſe thy power, O queen, 

To ſoothe his mind, and urge him to retire. 

Joc. But firſt inform me whence this conteſt roſe. 

Cno. From vague reports, uncertain and unjuſt ; 
To both injurious. 

Joc. What were theſe reports? 

CHO. Preſs me no more, nor let us tear afreſh 

The wounds of Thebes, 
Oxp. This coldneſs in my cauſe, 

Becomes you not; you ſlight the god's vice-gerent, 
And yet profeſs to venerate thoſe gods. 

Cuno. Have I not ſworn by Phœbus, that my zeal 
And duty to my prince remain unſhaken ? 
To love my country, and not love the man 


Who ſnatch d it from deſtruction, were to prove me 


I Bereft 
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Bereft of reaſon : couldſt thou ſtretch thine arm 
Once more to ſave, how would her fartheſt bounds 
Ring with thy triumph ! 
| Joc, I conjure thee, prince, 
Tell me whence ſprang this ſtran ge diſſention. 
Orp.. Know, 
Deareſt Jocaſta, that, with artful wiles, 
Thy brother hath conſpir'd to ſeize my throne. 
Joc, Your throne, my lord? Whence could the thought wiſe? 
Oxp. 'Twas I, he ſaid, that murder'd Laius. 
Joc. Hal 
He could not ſpeak the dictates of his heart. 


| 
| 
1 
We | 


Ok D. Nay more, he hath ſuborn'd a crafty Pon 
Who in the violence of near half my empire, 
Urg'd home the charge. | 

Joc. Tho' all the race of prieſts 

United to maintain the glaring lye, 
Heed thou them not. No mortal eye can pierce . 
The dark decrees of fate: they all are bred 
In ignorance, and traffic in deceit. 
Thyſclf ſhall be the judge; this very prinee, 
Long fince, received an oracle, the work 
Of theſe fame prieſts, (for from the god himſelf 


It could not come, as ſince events haye prov'd;) 


Witn 
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With dreadful tidings that from our embrace 


A ſon ſhould ſpring, the murd'rer of his ſire : 
And now, we hear, that in ſome gloomy ſpot, 
Where three ways meet, by robbers he was lain. 
Yet chill'd with horror, ere the third dark morn 
Roſe on our babe, we pierc'd its infant feet, 
And ſlaves convey'd it far away from Thebes, 
To periſh on the mountain's pathleſs heights. 
Say then, could Phoebus utter this decree ? 
For neither did the ſon his father ſlay, 
Nor Laius periſh by the fate he fear'd. 
Such is the boaſted truth of oracles, 
And let the ſullen bigot hear and tremble. 
Be thou convinc'd of this; that what the gods 
Would have us know, they can themſelves reveal 
Without the aid of theſe deſigning prieſts. 
Orp. What ſudden terrors ſeize me! O, my queen, 
Thy words have fill'd me with amaze and horror. 
Joc. How? Wherefore? 

Op. Saidſt thou not the prince was ſlain 
Where three ways meet? 
Joc. I did; 'was thus affirm'd, 
Nor is the fact diſprov'd. 
OED. But ſay again, 


Where, in what country did the murder happen? 
Cc ; Joc, 
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Joc. In Phocis, where the public roads divide 
To Delphi and to Daulia. 
Orep. Mighty gods! 
How long the period ſince this dire event? 
Joc, Not long before thy reign o'er Thebes began. 
The tidings were denounced. 
OE D. Eternal Joye! 
To what am I reſerv'd! 
Joc. Why is thy mind 
Thus agitated ? 
Ox. Aſk not, but inform me, 
What were the age, form, ſtature of this Laius ? 
Joc. In height majeſtic, years had ſcarcely ting'd 
His locks with filver, and I've often thought 
His form a faint reſemblance of thy own. 
Orp. Diſtractionl - On my own unconſcious head 
I have call'd down the curſe of every god! 
Joc. O heavens, I ſhudder as I gaze upon thee— 
Orp. Too well, I fear, the prophet knew my fate ! 
One farther circumſtance will prove my guilt, 
Or ſeal my innocence. 
Joc. Tho' my lips faulter, 
Yet aſk, and it 1 know, I will reveal it. 
OEp. Went he attended with a choſen few, 


Or with the pomp and ſplendor of a monarch ? 


1 


Joc, His train conſiſted but of five; of theſe 
One was the herald; and one only chariot 


That carried Laius. 


Orp. Then my guilt is ſure, 
Glaring as yonder ſun : but who brought back 
The tidings of his death? 
Joc. One who alone 
Eſcap'd the gen'ral ſlaughter. 


OEkD. Lives he now 
Within this palace ? 


Joc, No; his lord no more, 
When he beheld thee on the throne of Thebes, 
With earneſt ſupplication at my feet, 
He ſought permiſſion to depart from Thebes, 
To feed my diſtant flocks, nor I refus'd, 
For he was ever the moſt faithful ſervant. 
Orp. O haſte, let him be ſummon'd inſtantly. 
Joc. He ſhall; but why thus eagerly deſire 
This ſtranger's coming ? 
Op. I am on the rack: 
His anſwers may reſolve my doubts, and oh! 
May plunge me in deſpair ; yet my reſolve 
Is fix'd to ſee him. | 
Joc. He will ſoon be here. | | J 
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But oh! my lord, permit thy faithful queen 


To ſearch the bottom of this ſecret wound 
That rankles at thy heart. 

OED. Thou ſhalt know all: 
Since thy own fate is cloſely link'd with mine, 


To thee I will unboſom all my ſoul. 


My father, Polybus, enjoys the throne 


Of Corinth; Merope, his royal ſpouſe, 

By birth a Dorian; there I long poſſeſs'd 
Riches and pow'r next only to ſupreme, 

Till one event, moſt trivial in itſelf, 

But dreadful in its iſſue, cruſh'd my joys. 

A drunken courtier midſt his cups proclaim'd 
That Polybus was not my rightful ſire. 
Kindling at this, I ſcarce contain'd my rage 


Till of my parents I enquir'd the truth 


- Of this baſe ſaying; they alike incens'd, 


Threaten'd with death the author of the charge. 


This calm'd my preſent fears, but ſtill my mind 


Labour'd with ſecret doubts. Reſolv'd to ſearch 


This myſtery of my birth, by private roads 


I ſought the Pythian ſhrine ; the holy maid 
Nought of my birth or parentage reveal'd; 


But thus, convuls'd with raving extaſies, 


= 


Read the dark page of fate Thou, wretch, art doom'd 


« To ſtain thy mother's bed, from thence to raiſe 

* A race accurſt, and laſt with impious hand 

To lay the hoary 170 who gave thee birth.“ 

Shudd'ring with horror at theſe awful ſounds, 

With haſty ſtep, from Corinth's fatal towers 

I urg'd my way. Directed by the ſtars, 

O'er trackleſs waſtes and ſolitary lands, 

To that lone ſpot where hapleſs Laius fell : 

Ah ſhake not thus, for I will tell thee all 

Juſt as IT reach'd the paſs, where three ways meet, 
A chariot met my fight, where foremoſt fat, 

Who ſeem'd a herald; but within reclin'd 


Another, and appear'd of regal port, 


In age, and form, and every circumſtance 
Reſembling moſt the man thy words deſcribe, 
Both ruſh'd againſt me, and with fury ſtrove 
To drive me back; reſentment fir'd my ſoul: 
Inſtant I fell'd the charioteer to earth, 

And ſprang to meet the chariot, where the ſage 
Obſervant ſate, and twice with all his might 


cSmote me upon the temples; but in death 


Soon wail'd the raſh aſſault : beſmear'd with gore, 


Beneath my ſtaff he fell, and bit the ground, 
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TI's ſervants in the general conteſt fell; 
Not one, I thought, eſcap'd to tell the news. 
If this were Laius—who, thro' earth's wide bound, 
Is half ſo wretched as myſelf, or who 


Like me accurſt? No friendly citizen 


Muſt ſuccour my diſtreſs, or ſtranger ope | 


The hoſpitable door, but drive me hence, 


Far hence, in deſart ſolitudes to weep, 


And 'midft the ſavage wandr'ers ſeek a home. 


$4 — 


But oh my bittereſt pang, theſe lips pronounc'd 


The dire decree that drives me from the land, 


= ” = 
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From Thebes, from thee, and all my ſoul holds dear, 
A foul, inceſtuous, bloody parracide ! 


Ah whither ſhall I go; to Corinth? There 


— 
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I ſeek inceſtuous tranſports, there I ſlay 
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The beſt of friends and fathers. Sure ſome fiend 
Hurries me on thro' all this maze of guilt, 

But O! ye mightier powers, who rule on high, 
Ere ſuch a ſcene of horror overwhelm me, 


Cruſh this devoted head, and. let me find 


In death a reſpite from ſeverer tolls. 


Co. O King, we more than ſhare in all thy griefs ; 
Perhaps the ſhepherd may diſperſe your fears ; 
Deſpair not. 


| | OED. All my hopes are center'd there. 


1 Joc, 
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Joc. What is he to reveal? 
OD. If he confirm 
The thing thou ſay'ſt, then am I free from guilt, 
Joc. What have I ſaid? 


Oxp. Thou ſaid'ſt the king was ſlain 


By robbers on his journey ; if he fell 


By numbers, I am ſafe : my ſingle arm 
The ſtranger ſlew ; but if by one alone, 
I am that wretch. 

Joc. Doubt not his firſt report, 
From which he dares not ſwerve. Not only J. 
The whole aſſembled city heard the tale. 
But if he ſwerve, it ſtill remains to prove 


That oracles themſelves are not impoſtures; 


For tho' their vaunted god had fix'd his death 
On my poor murder'd child, that child thou ſeeſt 
Periſh'd long ſince on bleak Cithzron's top. 
Henceforth my ſoul is ſteel'd againſt belief 
Of prieſts and prophecies. 
Orep. And well it may; 

But inſtantly diſpatch ſome truſty ſlave 
To bring this ſhepherd. | J 

Joc. Thou ſhalt be obey'd 
This inſtant ; let us go within the palace. 
My pride is to obey thee ; and my joy 
Is then the greateſt when I pleaſe thee moſt. 
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n EE TS IS. 
STROPHE I. 


Eternal Jove! my heart inſpire 


With ardent virtue's active zeal, to hear 
Thy voice obedient, and thy laws revere; 
Thoſe heav'n-deſcended laws, almighty fire, 
Which thy creative energy impreſt 
On animated nature's infant breaſt, 
Daughters of light, unlike the race of earth, 
Who range the tracts of day with“ ſteps ſublime ; 
Still vigorous like the god who gave you birth, 
Beyond the graſp of fate, or bound of time, 
ANTI STRG EAA 1. 
Twas inſolence firſt drench'd in blood 
The tyrant's hand; but when elate with pride 
He ſpurns at right, and dares the gods deride. 
From the proud precipice where late he ſtood, 
That inſolence ſhall daſh him headlong down, 
To wail his cruelty and raviſh'd crown. | 
To thee, dread ruler of events below, 
In deep humility behold we bend, 
Wiſdom and life ſrom thee their fountain flow; 


Oh! from yon heav'ns thy inſtant ſuccour ſend. 
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Where do the deſtin'd ſons of rapine rove, 


Who light the awful voice of nature's God, 
Nor bend with rev'rence at his high abode, 


The thunder ſtruggling in the graſp of Jove. 


With ſtrong vibration labours to be gone, 
And ſweep them to the gulph of Acheron. 
If vice triumphant rear her purple creſt, 


And injur'd virtue lift her voice in vain, 


Still ſhall the tyrant fiend uſurp the breaſt, 


And vainly do we raiſe the choral ſtrain. 


ANT IST ROPHE 
Flaming with holy zeal no more 
To Delphi ſhall the prieſts of Jove repair, 
Or where Olympia's turrets riſe in air, 
With gifts and ſongs the gods implore; 
If impious tongues thoſe rites prophane, 


And treat their mandates with diſdain : 


Lord of the univerſe! their pride controul, 


Avenge thine own; aſſert Apollo's cauſe ; 
And flaſh conviction on the ſtubborn ſoul 
That ſpurns thy precepts, and reſiſts thy laws. 
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MESSENGER. 


SAGES and chiefs of Thebes, 'tis my reſolve, 
With incenſe, and with ſuppliant boughs, to ſeek 
The temple of the gods: your prince, ſo high 
For wiſdom fam'd, and fortitude of ſoul, 
Forgets that he is man. His mind is torn 
With diſmal terrors of he knows not what, 
And ſhrinks at each unmeaning tale he hears: 
J urge, intreat, expoſtulate in vain— 
Heav'n is provok'd, I fear; on thee we call, 
All-ſeeing Phoebus, neareſt ſtill to hear 
The wretch's plaint, arm thou his wav'ring thought 
With wonted firmneſs. He whoſe ſkilful hand 
Should guide our bark, the pilot of the ſtate, ; 
Sinks at the helm, and the tumultuous ſea 
Will ſoon ingulph us all. 

MrsskEN. Inform me, ſtrangers, 
Where ſhall I find the palace of your king, 
Or ſooneſt where himſelf ? 


Cuno. This is his palace: 


MEs$ENGER, CHoRus, JocasTA, OEDIPUs, SHEPHERD. 


The 


„ 


The king is now within; thou ſeeſt his queen. 
Mxss. Is ſhe indeed the wife of Oedipus? 
Moſt happy may ſhe live, nor ſhe alone, 
But all around her ſhare the gen'ral joy. 
Joc. I thank thee, ſtranger, for thy friendly greeting; 
But quickly tell me wherefore art thou come, 
And what thy tidings? 
Mess. Welcome, mighty princeſs, 
To thee and Oedipus. 
Joc. What are they, ſay; 
And whence thyſelf? 
Mess.. From Corinth, and I bring 
News that will give you both delight and grief. 
Joc. Inſtant explain thy meaning. 
Mrss. If report 
Lye not, the race of Iſthmus have reſolv'd 
That Oedipus ſhall reign o'er Corinth. 
| . Joc. How? 
Is not then Polybus their king ? 
Mztss. He was; 
But death hath laid the hoary king in duſt. 
Joc. How! Polybus no more? 
Mxss. May more than death. 
Befall thy ſlave, if his report prove falſe. 


Joc. Haſte to. thy maſter with the joyful news, 
Dd 2 


Fly 
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Fly inſtant; - where, ye lying oracles, | 
Diviners, where is now your boaſted truth, 
Prophets and Prieſts? For Oedipus long fince, 
Fearing leſt he ſhould ſhed this monarch's blood, 
As Phœbus had foretold, from Corinth fled 
In willing exile. Now forſooth we hear 


That by the common courſe of fate he died, 


Without or fraud, or violence. 
Oep, O!] my queen, 

Why am I ſummon'd from my palace hither ? 

Joc. For this; to learn the truth of oracles : 
That ſtranger there will beſt explain my words. 

Orp. Who is he? Whence, and what his meſlage, ſay. 

Joc. He comes from Corinth, and his tidings are, 
That Polybus, your father, is no more. 

Op. Is this thy meſſage; is it thus indeed? 

Mess. Ev'n as the queen hath ſaid. | 

OED. But ſpeak again: 

How died the prince; by treaſon or diſeaſe ? 

Mess. Ah prince, a little violence will bow 


The languid limbs of age. 


Orp. Diſcaſe then cruſh'd 
The good old monarch. 


Mess. Yes, diſeaſe in part, 
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And part the preſſure of a length of years, 


For he had * meaſur'd out the life of man. 
Orp. Tis well: what blinded wretch will now regard 
Altars, and prieſts, and birds of ominous wing, 
Screaming aloft? whoſe falſe and baſe decrees 
Had plung'd my hand in blood, a father's blood, 
Who died, it ſeems, remote from Thebes and me, 
Bow'd down with weight of years: theſe hands unſtain'd, 
And guiltleſs of his blood. Unleſs, perchance, 
Continual ſorrow for the loſs of me 
Prey d on his heart, and hurried on his fate. 
Thus only could I cauſe his death: but he 
Sleeps in the boſom of the grave ; nor prieſts, 
Nor oracles ſhall break his long repoſe. 
Joc, Did J not tell thee this? 
Oxp. Thou didſt; but ſtill 
Severeſt apprehenſions ſhook my ſoul, 
Joc. Away with them for ever. 
| Orp. Tut the bed 


Of inceſt, how it harrows up my thoughts! 


* Maxgu YE “e vf Hg Kg ov. | 

The ſame expreſſion occurs in the Pſalms; 

« Make me to know the meaſure of my days.“ 
39th Pſalm, 4th Verſe. 


Joc, 
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Joc, Let not vain terrors agitate thy mind ; 
Man is the ſport of chance; the pow'rs divine ITY 
Loſt in the nobler pleaſures of the ſkies, 
Need not our reptile race. The taſk be his 75: Fo 
To huſband well his life, and rove at large 
Where fancy leads, or pleaſure points the way. 
Fear not th' inceſtuous bed, nor be the ſlave 
Of frantic zeal nor ſuperſtitious dreams : 
For oft, amidſt the ſlumbers of the night, 
Have men 1n viſions reap'd inceſtuous joys. 


True happineſs is his, who boldly ſpurns 


& 2 


Such vain chimeras. 


Ok D. True; but ſtill ſhe lives, a 
This mother, whom I dread, and I muſt fly 
Th' accurſt embrace; 
Joc. Go to thy father's grave ; 
Let that inform thee what thou haſt to fear. 
Opp. Yet, yet I ſhudder: and, while ſhe ſurvives, 
I ſtill muſt tremble. 
MEess. Say, illuſtrious prince, 
What is this woman whom thou fear'ſt ſo much? 
Orp. Tis Merope, my friend, the late eſpous'd. 
Of Poly bus. 


Mrss. But whence proceed your fears? 


E 


Op. From oracles moſt dreadful to relate! 
MEess. And may a ſtranger know them? 
Op. Thou ſhalt hear: 
Apollo hath denounc'd, that I ſhould ſtain 


A mother's bed with inceſt, and theſe hands 
Drench in paternal blood For this, long ſince, 
I fled from Corinth, and have here enjoy'd 
Each earthly bliſs, ſave that moſt ſweet of all, 
The dear delight a parent's preſence gives. 
Mxss. Was this the motive of thy exile? 
Op. This, 
This dread alone of parricidal guilt : 
Mess. What if I prove the meſſenger of joy, 
And bring thee tidings ſuch as may diſperſe 
Thy every doubt? 
Orp. Ah, deareſt ſtranger, ſpeak them; 
Thy recompence ſhall be moſt princely. 
Mrss. Ves, 
I come to chaſe thy fears, relieve thy doubts, 
And hail thee back to Corinth. 
Orp. Never, never! 
While one of thoſe dear parents ſtill ſurvives, 


Will I return to Corinth! 
Mess. Son, I ſee 


Thy 
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Thy ignorance hath cauſed theſe idle fears. 


Orp. Indeed! By heav'n inform me where I err. 
3 Mess, If for this cauſe thou fled'ſt, 
, Orp. The curſe denounc'd 
By Phoebus, drove me into willing exile, 


Mess, The dread of murder, and inceſtuous crimes. 
Oegp, The ſame. 


Mess. Thy fears are groundleſs, 
Oxgp. Not if theſe 
My parents were, or true the voice of Jove. 
Mess. Know then that Polybus by ties of blood 
Was never bound to thee. 
OE D. How? Speak again: 
Not Polybus my fire! 
Mess. No more than mine. 
Ok D. And yet he call'd me ſon. 
Mess. His by adoption. 
Theſe hands firſt gave thee to his fond embrace, | 
OED. And could an alien kindle in his ſoul 
A father's tranſports? 
Mess. He had never known 
A father's * 
OED. Was I by purchaſe thine, 
Or may I hail thee by a father's name? 


Mxss. 
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Mess. I found thee in a deep and darkſomm 

Of Mount Cithæron. 
Orp. Ha! what led thee there? 
Mess. My flocks, that ranged the mountains verdant ſides. 
OEgp. Thou wert a ſhepherd then it ſeems. 
MEess. I was; 

And more, the ſhepherd that preſerv'd thy life. 

OeD. What had befall'n me, ere thy guardian hand 
Snatch'd me from death ? 

Mess. The joints of thy own feet 
Will beſt inform thee what, | 
Or Dp. Ah why repeat 
That antient malady ? 
Mess. Mine was the hand 

That looſed their tendons from the intangling cords. 

Ox D. Thus early did my woes commence ? 

Mess, To this 
Thou oweſt the name of Oedipus. 
OkxD. Ah mel 

Which of my parents could be thus inhuman ; 


Canſt thou inform me? 
Mess. That he beſt can tell 
Who gave thee to me. 
OD. Then thou found'ſt me not; 
Ee : But 
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But from another didſt receive me? 


Mess. Yes, 
A brother ſhepherd gave thee to my charge, 


Orp. O ſpeak his name, his reſidence, whate'er 


Thou know'ſt of this ſame ſhepherd, 


Mzess. He was call'd 
A ſervant of king Laius. 
Orp. Laius? ha! 
The ſame who govern'd Thebes ? 
Mass. The very fame: 
He was his ſhepherd. 
OE p. Is he ſtill alive; 
Could I behold him? 
Mess. Theſe his countrymen 
Can better tell thee. 
| OED. O my friends, declare 
If aught ye know, or aught, perchance, have heard 
Of ſuch a ſhepherd ; whether he reſides 


At Thebes, or in the country ; inſtant ſpeak : 
"Tis of the laſt importance to our welfare. 
Cnyo. O king, if right we judge, he ſeems the man 
Whom thou haſt lately ſummon'd: but the Queen 
Is beſt acquainted, 
OE D. Princeſs, doſt thou know 
5 Whether 
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Whether the man this ſhepherd hath deſcrib'd, 
And he whom thou haſt ſent for, be the ſame ? 


Joc. I know not what he ſaid, or whom he meant: 
Nor is there aught of moment in his words ; 
Dark, idle words ; thou art too anx10us, Prince : 
Act not thus raſhly. 
OED. What? Muſt I negle& 
To trace this myſtery of my birth, when now 
The path is open, and the proſpect fair ? 
Joc. By heav'n forbear; I tell thee 'tis a rock 
Thy peace will ſplit on: if thou valueſt life 
Or happineſs, forbear. O this torn heart 
ORD. Hence, woman, with thy fears; I am reſolv'd :: 
Were all my anceſtors a race of ſlaves, 
'T were no diſgrace to thee ; I ſav'd your empire; 
In that one deed was more nobility, 
Than all the glories of your line can boaſt. 
Joc. By all thy ſoul holds dear, beware the ſearch. 
Orp. Not all thy eloquence can ſhake my purpoſe: 
To trace this matter to the very ſource. 


Joc. Oh hear my better counſel, and forbear : 
Shun it as death, 
Orep, Thy comndhl but involves me- 
E e 2 In: 
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In tenfold error. 
Joc, Wretched, wretched prince! 
May heav'n ſtill hide the ſecret from thy view, 
Nor curſe thee with the knowledge of thy birth. 
Orp. Let other meſſengers be ſent, in haſte, 
To bring this lingering ſhepherd to our preſence: 
And leave the queen to glory in her birth, 
And antient lineage. 
Joc, Wretched, wretched prince; 
| 1 Obſtinate, headlong, to thy own deſtruction 
I leave thee to a ſearch which thou ſhalt rue 
For ever—treaſure in thy heart thoſe words ; 
Remember they're my laſt—my laſt! farewell. 
[Exit Jocaſta. 
Cho. Sire, didſt thou mark Jocaſta's fix d deſpair ! 
With what confuſed and eager looks ſhe fled: 
Much, much I fear her filence does preſage 
Events of dreadful iſſue ! 
Orp. Let them come: 
Still my reſolve is fix'd to penetrate 
This mighty cloud that hangs around my birth : 
Whate'er my fate, I muſt not, will not more 
Be kept in darkneſs: this it is that ſtings 
Her haughty ſoul : ſhe thinks that I ſhall prove 
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Of rank, and parents, humbler than her own. 
Blind woman! but my parents were not mean. 
Thou wert my mother, fortune; and thy ſon 
Glories in his deſcent : ſublimer far 

Than all the kings of carth : the kindred months, 
Offspring of time, coeval with the world, 
Salute me as they roll their mighty round, 

And call me brother. Led thro' arduous toils, 
By you I triumph on the throne of Thebes, 
Power in my nod, and fortune in my ſmile : 
And from the glorious height look down ſecure, 


Whoe'er my ſire, a monarch or a ſlave. 


STROPHE. 
A prophet's ſpirit warms my ſoul ! 
I ſee, I ſee the mighty viſions dawn ; 
And all the ſcenes of fate unroll! 
By great Olympus, ere another morn, 
Cithæron, ſkirt thy duſky front with gold, 
Thou ſhalt the long, myſterious maze unfold. 
Then to our king ſhall ſwell the choral ſong, 
Our feet in myſtic dance more ſwiftly move; 
And while our grateful meaſures we prolong, 


Phcebus ſhall liſten, and the ſtrain approve. : 
| A N- 
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What bright celeſtial gave thee birth ? 
O thou, whoſe wiſdom ſpeaks that birth divine: 


Renown'd above the ſons of earth; 
From Jove deſcended, or the ſiſter Nine. 
Say art thou. ſprung from ſylvan Pan's embrace, 
With ſome fair daughter of ætherial race; 
Or wert thou nouriſh'd in Cyllene's groves, 

Where Mercury the ſwifter nymphs purſues ; 
Or on the ſacred hills where Bacchus roves, 


And courts in laurel bow'rs the baſhful muſe ? 


OE D. Friends, if my judgment err not, yonder ſage, 
This way advancing, is the ſame whom late 
We ſummon'd hither; both in age, and mien, 
Reſembling whom this ſtranger hath deſcrib'd, 
My ſervants too ſupport him: you, perchance, 
May better know him. 

| Cuno. 'Tis the ſame, my lord, 
The faithful ſhepherd of our good old king. 

Oxp. Stranger, is this the man? 


; Mess. I know him well. 


Orp. Old man, draw near; look up with confidence, 


And anſwer faithfully what I ſhall aſk, 


2. 


Didſt 
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Didſt thou not live with Laius? 
SuEP. Yes, my lord; 
Nor was I of the hireling train, but bred 
Within this palace. 
Orgp, What thy office, ſpeak ? 
SHEPe, My office was to tend the royal ſheep. 
Oxp. And whither chiefly didſt thou lead thoſe ſheep ? 
SHEP, To Mount Cithæron, and the neighbouring plains, 
OED. Say, doſt thou recollect that ſtranger's face? 
 SHEP, That ſtranger—who? Whence is he? What his crime? 
Op. I ſay again, reflect; and call to mind 
If thou haſt ever had, or intercourſe, 


Or converſe with him. 


SHEP. Sire, with age, and cares, 

My memory fails. 

Mxss. Nor is there cauſe of wonder: 
But I'll refreſh his memory, and recount 
Some antient facts he ſoon will call to mind. 
I am that ſhepherd who for three whole months, 
Thro' long ſucceſſive years, thy friendſhip ſhar'd 
On Mount Cithæron's heights—early as ſpring 
Bade the young herbage ſhoot ; ev'n till the riſe 
Of pale Arcturus : and when winter's froſts 
Deform'd the year, each with his ſey'ral flocks 

| Departed 


Wa. 


Departed homeward; to my cottage I, 


And thou to Laius' palace: have theſe ſcenes 
Entirely fled thy thoughts ? | 


SHeEP, Almoſt they had; 
For tis a long, long period ſince. 
Mess. Tis true: 
But can'ſt thou, ſhepherd, to remembrance call 
An infant whom I once receiv'd from thee, 
And promis'd all a father's foſtering care? 


SHEP, An infant, friend? What means thy queſtion ? 
Mess. This, 


This is that infant, whom thou now behold'ſt. 
SHEP. Away with thee, thou rav'ſt: perdition ſeize 
Thy traitor's tongue. | 
OEtD. Why art thou thus incens'd ? 
Thou art thyſelf more worthy of reproof. | 
SHEP, In what have I offended ? 
| Ogp. By thy rage, 
And filence touching this ſame child. 
SHEP. Ah, Sir, 
He knew not what he ſaid. - 


OED. Eaſe my ſuſpenſe, 


Or by the gods I'll force the ſecret from thee. 
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SEP. Ah ven'rate hoary age 
OED. Quick, bind his hands, 
What muſt I do, my lord, or what diſcloſe ? 


Oxp, Delay not, but inform me, didſt thou give 


SHEP, 


An infant to this man ? 
SHEP. I did, and oh! 
Death had that moment been my happieſt boon, 
OED. This day thou dieſt, unleſs I know the whole 
Of this dark ſcene. 
SHEP. Ah ſpare the dire recital ; 
Tis death to tell thee. 
Orp. Doſt thou trifle with me? 
SHEP. Did J not ſay I gave the child? 
OD. Goon; 
Whence came he? Was he thine by birth, or who 
Conſign'd him to thy charge ? 
Sup. He was not mine; 
I had receiv'd him from another hand. 
Orp. What other? Speak his name, and where he dwells, 
SHEP, By all the pow'rs above, enquire no more: 
I do conjure thee. 
Ogp, If [ aſk again, 
Wretch, thou ſhalt die. 
SHEP. In yonder palace born— _ | 
Ff Op. 
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Orp. Sprung from a ſlave, or was the king his fire? 
SHEP, Oh miſery to declare | 
Ogp. Oh! Death to hear! 
Yet ſpeak—— 
SuEP. He was ſuppos'd the king's own ſon. 


But well Jocaſta knows the gloomy truth ; 
She can inſtruct thee beſt, 


Oep. Didſt thou from her 
Receive the child? 7 


SHEP. Twere fruitleſs to deny 
What fate itſelf reveals. 
Orp. What was her purpoſe ? 
Sney, That 1 ſhould kill it. 
OeD. What, deſtroy the child? 
Bloody, inhuman parent! | 


SHEP, Dire affright, bn 
From dreadful oracles, compell'd the queen 
To this unnatural deed, 
OrDp. How, oracles ? 
What did they threaten? 


SEP. That this ſon ſhould ſlay 
Thoſe who begat him, 
Oep. But if ſuch her fears, 


Why didſt thou give it to this ſhepherd's care? 


3 | SHEP, 


1 219 J 

SHEP, Compaſſion for the infant wrung my ſoul ; 
I hop'd he would have borne his charge away, 
Far, far from Thebes, and theſe his native roofs : 
Fatal miſtake! that life to him was death, 
Preſerv'd to long, unutterable woes 
For oh! if thou be'ſt he, thou art indeed 
The moſt ill-fated, moſt accurſt of men. 

Oep. Tis done; the tenfold myſtery burſts to light; 
I am that moſt ill-fated, moſt accurſt. | 
Thou ſun farewell; why ſmile thy beams on me, 
Whom murder blackens, and whom inceſt ſtains ? 
Inceſt and murder of the deepeſt hue : 
A father lain, a mother's bed defil'd ! 
Come night, come horror ſhield me from his rays; 
Plunge me in thick impenetrable glooms, 


Black as my crimes, and boundleſs as my guilt. 


0:8 DV $6. 
O man, thou ſhadow of a ſhade! 
How ſoon thy brighteſt glories fade! 
What higher boon could fortune give, 
What nobler gifts could man receiye, 
Than late ſhe ſhower'd on our devoted king ; 
Only to plunge him deeper in deſpair, 
And ratify the ſolemn truths we ſing ? 

F f 2 At 
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At yon ſad ſpectacle of woe, 5 
Who can refrain the ſtarting tear! 
What tongue the bitter plaint forbear, 
That mis'ry is the lot of all below!“ 

lind fav'rite of a nymph more blind, 

She bade thee dart thy rapid flight 
Beyond the bound to mortal pride aſlign'd ; 
And plac'd thee on her dizzieſt height: 
Then thine arm the monſter ſle w, 
Dreadful with her forked fang, 
Whoſe eagle pinions mock'd the wind, 
And ravening, as in queſt of blood ſhe flew, 
To Thebes the prophecies of death ſhe ſang— 
For this, thy hand the ſcepter ſhar'd, 
An empire was thy great reward. 
But now what ſounds of horror meet mine ear ? 
How art thou blaſted in thy bright career ! 
How chang'd in one dark, fatal hour, 
Daſh'd from the ſoaring pinnacle of pow'r, 
And all that mortals vaunt of high and great, 
To wreſtle with the toils of fate. 
Thrice wretched prince, renown'd in vain, 
Since all the trophies of thy fame 
Throw but a guilty ſplendour round thy woes ; 


Unchill'd 
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Unchill'd with horror, who thoſe crimes ſhall name 
Whoſe dark, indelible, eternal ſtain, 


With infamy pollutes thy bed, 

And dooms to vengeance thy devoted head. 
How could thy conſcious bed fo long ſuſtain 
Its guilty load, thro' night's incumbent gloom, 
Nor ſtart with horror, and a voice aflume ! 


But fate hath bared the deed to light, 
Hath bar'd to our aſtoniſh'd ſight 


A father murder'd by his child, | | 
A mother by that ſon's embrace defil'd. 25 
O that theſe eyes might ne'er behold thee more, 
But diſtant far their duteous ſorrows pour : | 
By thee we rais'd them up to life and light, 

Oaly to plunge them in eternal night. 


ACT 


CnoRus, MESSENGER, OEDIPUSs, CR EON. 
Enter another MESSENGE R. 


MESSENGER. 


Mos honour'd chiefs of this once happy land, 
Rouze all the reſolution man can boaſt 

To fortify your ule. while I relate 

A direr tale than ever reach'd your ears 

Unfold a ſcene to your aſtoniſh'd eyes 

More black with woe than e'er thoſe eyes beheld : 
Not the broad Danube's waves, nor Phaſis ſtream, 
Can purge away the complicated crimes 

That ſtain theſe guilty roofs; in dark array 

'They riſe to view, and as they riſe, pollute 

The ſickening light—fate rules the gloomy hour, 
And raſh deſpair, impatient, ruſhes on 

To deeds of added horror. 


Cuno. Added horror! 
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We thought the catalogue of this day's woes 


Already ſwell'd beyond the pow'r of fate. 
Mess. No; to compleat our ſufferings, ſhe reſerves 
A ſtroke more dreadful ſtill : the queen is ſlain. 
Co. Jocaſta flain—by whom? What daring hand— 
Mrss. She dar'd herſelf the deed : no conſcious eye 
Was witneſs to her death. What we beheld 
Theſe faultering lips ſhall tell. With haſty ſep, 


Enrag'd, ſhe burit within the palace gates 


Then, ruſhing to the bridal chamber, tore, 
With ſavage fury, her diſorder'd hair; 
Invoking Laius from the tomb to view 


A wretch, the fatal ſource of all his woes, 


Who bore his murderer, claſy'd the parricide, 

That ſon, that murd'rer, in abhorr'd embrace, 

And ſtain'd his bed with inceſt; then with ſhrieks 

Of wildeſt grief, ſhe wail'd th' accurſed couch 

That witneſs'd to her dark, forbidden joys : 

Nor heard we more; for inſtant we beheld 

The wretched Oedipus, in frantic mood, 

Raving thro' all the dome: with thund'ring voice 

Commanding us to bring him ſword or ſpear, 

To end his hated being. Lead me where 

Theſe eyes, e er veil'd in darkneſs, may behold | 
That 


[ 224 |] 


That injur'd form I dare not call my wife; 
Her who begat me, her, whoſe glowing limbs, 
Unconſcious, claſp'd the huſband and the child.” 
Inſtant, by ſome inſpiring dæmon led, 

He ruſh'd upon the double doors that clos'd 


The unhappy queen, and from their brazen bolts 


Tore them, while far and wide the hollow dome 


Reſounded back his cries : but ſoon new ſcenes 


Of horror met our ſight, the royal fair 
All pale and breathleſs, in the fatal nooſe 
Entangled. Shuddering at the view, the prince 
Recoil'd : then looſing the ſuſpended cord, 
Heav'd a deep groan, and flung him on the ground, 
Convuls'd awhile with agonies of grief. 
When ſudden ſtarting, from her robe he tore 
The golden buckle that adorn'd her fide, 
b 7 And madly plung'd the points into his eyes, 
Exclaiming, ** Never more ſhall I behold 
Or thee, unhappy woman, or the race 
Sprung from thy loins.“ Bellowing theſe horrid plaints, 
He pierc'd, he tore from out their mangled orbs, 


The balls of fight: inſtant the guthing blood 
Its luices burſt, and, ruſhing down his cheeks, _ 


| Pour'd the black flood that ſtain'd his princely form. 
4 FS : Sach 
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Such are the complicated ills that cruſh'd 
This wretched pair. Who lately * reign'd ſupreme 
In mutual bliſs, are now ſupreme alone 
In miſery : curſt with more than common woes! 
Their joy was boundleſs ; boundleſs was the guilt 
Of ſuch an union ; boundleſs are their ſufferings. 
Ah! how hath one black fatal morn o'ercaſt 
The cloudleſs ſcene! how blaſted all their joys! 
On ev'ry fide are heard the mingled ſounds 
Of groans, deſpair and death— the diſmal cries 
Of murderer and of inceſt—all the ſtores 
Of ſecret anguiſh, and ſevere diſtreſs, 
At once diſcharging their collective rage. 

Cno. Where is the hapleſs prince? 

Mzxss. Throw wide, he cries, 

Throw wide the gates, and let all Thebes behold 
The murderer of his fire, with inceſt black, 
With blood defil'd, and crimes without a name 
Lead me, O lead me from theſe guilty roofs, 
To baniſhment, to death—that baniſhment 


My lips denounc'd will be my beſt relief 


* Great emphaſis is in the original laid on the.compariſon of the preſent with the former 
ſtate of Oedipus; which the Tranſlator could not well convey to the reader without a pa- 
raphraſe of the two or three ſucceeding lines. 
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From all th' iniufferable ills that ruſh, 
With overwhelming rage, at once upon me. 
But words are weak: behold a ſcene that ſpeaks 
Beyond the boldeſt pow'rs of eloquence ; 
A ſcene ſo full of horror, it would move 
His moſt inveterate foe. 
Cuo. Ah! ſight of grief 

Beyond whate'er my darkeſt fears had fram'd. 
Rath man! what furious demon urg'd thee on 
To this dire act; thus to accumulate 
Woe upon woe to cruſh thy hapleſs head ? 
Moſt wretched of the wretched ! my ſwoll'n heart 
Had much to utter; but muſt burſt itſelf 
In filence, for the ſight of ſuch diſtreſs 
Hath ſtruck me dumb for ever. 

Enter OrD1yPvs. 

Orp. Hah! where am I? 
What plaintive accents vibrate on my ear, 
That ſeem to pity one whom fate hath plac'd 
Beyond the pow'r of pity to relieve!— 
F ortune, my mother, whither art thou fled ? 


Cuo. She hath forſaken thee ; hath plung'd thee down 


In an abyſs of woes. 
OED. O dark! dark! dark! 


Dark without dawn of hope, or beam of day! 
; | 


I ſtand 
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J ſtand envelcp'd in eternal Thade : 
Remembrance like a fury ſtings my ſoul, 
While my own paſſions ſharpen ey'ry goad, 
And drive me on to madneſs, 
Cnuo, Doubly curſt 

Both in a huſband's and a father's hopes, 
Well may thy reaſon fail thee in this hour 
Of multifold affliction, 

Opp. Art thou here! 
Thou, once my friend and guide in happier hours, 
Abject and blind, 


Thou wilt not leave me to ſeverer pangs. 


This, this was Oedipus. 


Cuno. What haſt thou done? What vengeful god impell'd 
To this mad deed ? 
QED. Phoebus himſelf, —yes, Phoebus, 
Is that avenging, that impulſive pow'r. 5 
That I am blind, impute to me alone, 
'Twas I who quench'd thoſe orbs, whoſe light but ſerv'd 


To kindle horror, and awake deſpair. 
Cuo. Ah! dreadful truth ! 


OEkD. What, what remains 
Grateful to me, in voice, or ſight, or ſound? 
Each joy extinct, and earth one barren void. 
Rouze you, my friends, in injur'd virtue's cauſe ; 


G g 2 Drive 


E 
Drive from your land this peſtilential bane, 
4 This monſter, black with inceſt and with blood; 
4 This moſt abhorr'd of gods, and all mankind. 
Cho. Thy ſuff'rings make thee rave. Ah! fatal hour 


When firſt I hail'd thee on the throne of Thebes ! 
Ok D. And Oh! more fatal hour that ſaw my feet 


Loos'd from their bands on bleak Cithæron's height. 
Curſt be the hand that loos'd them. Twas not life 
That hand beſtow'd ; 'twas death, I then had died 
1 In innocence, nor known, nor caus'd a pang. 
Cuo. Oh thus had fate ordain'd 
OeD. I had not then 
Imbrued my hand in blood I had not then 


Receiv d Jocaſta to my guilty bed. 
I ſhould not then 
Cuno. How! What ſhall I adviſe thee, 

Since death itſelf were better far than life 
Waſted in mis'ry and perpetual gloom ? 

Orp. The loſs of ſight, my friends, I leaſt bewail : 
| A Ah! with what * eyes in Pluto's dark domain, 

It appears from this paſſage, that the antients ſuppoſed the ſame qualities both of mind 
and body to be poſſeſſed by the dead which they had while living. 
. Thus Virgil: — Laniatum corpore toto 


Deiphobum videt, et lacerum crudeliter ora. 


Could 


R 


Could Oedipus have view'd his murder'd fire, 
Cover'd with wounds, and welt'ring in the blood 
His impious offspring ſpilt ; or her who bore 


The parricidal wretch, whoſe foul embrace 


Hath ſtain'd the conſcious womb that gave him life ? 


Could e'er this heart a parent's joy have known, 
To view the offspring of that foul embrace, 
Tho fair in virgin beauty, haſt'ning on 

Thro' long progreſſive miſery, to complete 

The meaſure of my woes, and ſhare my guilt ! 
Ah! never, never could theſe eyes behold them; 
Never the lofty citadels of Thebes, 

Her gilded palaces, her beauteous fanes, 

And her bold race that own'd me king in vain, 
Since now debas'd below the meaneſt ſlave. 

Oh painful, bitter change! Theſe lips pronounc'd 
The curſt decree that drives me from the land 
The execratiirom of you and heav'n, 

A foul, inceſtuous, bloody parricide,— 

Thus with a thouſand objects compaſs' d round, 
To wound anew my-agonizing heart, 
Blindneſi is but relief from weightier ills. 

Grant me, ye mighty rulers of the world, 

Some pow'r to bar the paſſages of ſound, 


1 
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To ſhut each ſenſe, and quite extinguiſh thought g 


For ey'ry ſenſe is now alive to woe, 

Ah why, Cithærop, did thy arched glooms 
Lend their broad ſhade to ſcreen my infant head? 
Why did not ſome devouring ſavage rend 


My ſcatter'd limbs, and give them to the winds 
That my diſgraceful birth might never ſtain 

The annals of mankind ?—O Polybus, | 
And thou, O Corinth, falſely deem'd my country, 
How have ye nouriſh'd in theſe princely robes, 
Beneath this ſpecious form a canker'd wound, 
Putrid and rank! for now I ſtand confels'd 

Baſe in myſelf, and baſe in my deſcent, 

Ye conſciovs foreſts, ye wide-ſpreading glades, | 
And thou dark avenue, where three ways meet, 
That drank the blopd of my expiripg ſire; 
Witneſs what guilty trapſports fill'd my breaſt 
Whea I beheld his hoary figure fall 

Proſtrate and bite the ground—how am I chang'd! 
How dearly have I rued the triumph, bought 

At the high price of ev'ry other joy: | | 
Flung headlong from the bliſs of gods, to wail 
With demons in the hell of Jeep deſpair! 

O fata], fatal nuptials! Night of horror! 


How 


L ab 


How have ye ſtamp'd pollution on the names 
Of father, brother, ſon—how burſt the band 
Of dear relation! Sure around the bed 
Some fierce preſiding dæmon fix'd his ſtand, 
And ſow'd the ſeeds of ev'ry baneful ill. 
Reflection ſhudders at the black detail 
I cannot bear the retroſpect: my tongue 
Faulters with ſhame, and ev'ry ſinew ſhrinks, 
Wherefore, by all the gods, approach, and flay 
This victim to my own and others crimes, 
Or bear me to ſome bleak and barren ile, 
Where ſound of human voice was never heard; 
Cr plunge me in the deep with all my crimes, 
Fear not, my friends, approach ; black as I am, 
Ye cannot, by the touch, partake the guilt, 
Whoſe weight ſhall cruſh this guilty head alone, 

Cuno. Moſt opportunely Creon this way bends ; 
Creon, on whom thy pow'r and kingly ſway 
Will Gay devolve, as next of royal line: 
His counſel beſt will guide us thro' this maze 
Of intricate ſuſpenſe, 

Orp. What fay'ſt thou,—C reon? 

That Creon, whom 1 late ſo baſely injur'd, 
What can I ſay to him; or how find words 


At once expreſſive of my ſhame and grief] 


( ago 1 


CRE. Think not I come to triumph o'er the fall'n, 
Moſt wretched prince, or aggravate thy woes 
By inſolent reproach : gladly I bring 
Whate'er is mine of counſel or ſupport. 

But ye, my Thebans, if ye ſhudder not 

At thoſe impurities the very fight 

Of * ſuch deep guilt imparts, at leaſt revere 
The bright and active ray of yonder ſun, 
Whoſe ſickening beam abhorrent turns aſide 
From that loath'd object, whom the public curſe 
Hath doom'd to infamy; forbade approach 
Our ſhrines, our altars, and the luſtral dew 
Thrown from the pontiff's conſecrating hand. 
O quickly lead him to the inmoſt gloom 

Of yonder palace, for, in crimes like his, 
There dwells a horror of ſuch dreadful kind, 
As ſhould be ſacred from the vulgar eye, | 
And only view'd by thoſe in blood allied. 


* This ſpeech of Creon has been cenſured as cruel and contradictory. Creon, how- 
ever, through the whole of this play, appears a reſpectable character: he intereſts himſelf 
much in diſcovering the true ſenſe of the oracle, and in contriving ſuch meaſures as may 
beſt alleviate the miſeries of the city. His unwillingneſs thereſore to offend the gods by 
expoſing the detected perſon, and his determination to do nothing without conſulting the 
oracle, expreſſed in his next ſpeech, which has likewiſe been objected to on the ſame ac- 
count, are only additional proofs of that ready attention to the divine will, which he ma- 
nifeſts in every part of this performance, and which may well be further excited by the 
alarming examples now before him of the miſeries that had ariſen from a contrary conduct 
in others, | . 5 
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Oegp. Ah! Crcon, deareſt, yet much injur'd ſriend, 


In me thou ſeeſt a melancholy proof 
How vain are wiſdom's moſt exalted boaſts! 
How ſlippery are the heights of human pride! 
Thee late I treated with reproach and ſcorn; 
'Tis now thy turn to triumph: but thy ſoul, 
Too great and gen'rous, ſcorns th' unmanly thought. 
I crave but one poor boon : O grant me his, 
And thou'rt indeed my friend. 
CRE. Name it; 'tis granted. 

Orp. This inſtant baniſh me from thee and Thebes, 
To ſome drear ſpot, where I may waſte my laſt 
Sid days in ſolitude, and wail my crimes. 
CRT. Thy exile is decreed: but we mutt firſt 
Conſult the gods. 
Orp. The gods have been conſulted; 
The firm, irrevocable voice of fate 
Hath f. poken, that the parricide ſhall die. 
CRE. Yet it beſeems us further to enquire 
Their will concerning thee. 
OED. Concerning me! 
Thus foul, thus impious, wouldſt thou weary heav'n 
With more enquiries ? 
CRE. Warn'd by thy diſaſters, 

H h. 
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We learn to venerate that pow'r whoſe laws 


Thou haſt thus violated, thus prophan'd. 
OrDp. But one word more, and I have done for ever— 
hy every bond of friendſhip I conjure thee, 
By all the ties of nature, to decree 
4 depulchral honours worthy of her birth, _ 
0 And each due rite the illuſtrious dead demand, 


To thy dear fiſter, and my hapleſs wife. 
For me, the vileſt of the ſons of Thebes, 


Heed thou no farther—once more let me go, 
8 A wand'ring exile from my father's roofs, 
From Thebes, as erſt from Corinth, and explore 


9 That facred ſpot on dark Cithzron's brow, 


By thoſe who gave me being doom'd my grave 
Early as life began; for ah! I feel, 

Within this breaſt I feel the dire preſage, 

That fate denies me by the common lot 

Of man to fall; ſnatch'd from the jaws of death, 
To periſh by the ſignal wrath of Jove, 

Long treaſur'd for the moment: what that ſtroke | 
þ by. I know not; but deſpair hath arm'd my foul—— 
.Y Deareſt of men, my children I commend 


To thy protecting arm; my ſons are firm 


In 
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In health and manhood; they will leaſt require 


Thy friendly aid: but oh! my hapleſs daughters — 


Dear blooming orphans, with ſuch anxious care 
Cheriſh'd beneath theſe roofs in royal ſtate; 

Fed by my hand, and by my watchful eye 

Still guarded : how will thoſe poor babes ſupport 


At once a father's and a mother's loſs ? 


O take them, prince; O ſhield them with thy power, 
And foſter with thy love! Might they be ſummon'd ? 


Might they receive a father's laſt embrace ? 

To touch them would ſuſpend my pains : but oh 
To glue my claſping arms around their necks, 
Would give me fight, and nerve my limbs anew. 
What have I ſaid of rapture—'tis denied 

To this care-broken heart! To weep their tate, 
And o'er them hang in fix'd and ſilent woe, 

Is all now left me—but methinks I hear 

Sounds ſweet and plaintive, like the tender moans 
Of thoſe dear children: yes, they are my children! 
Creon hath gratified my ardent wiſh ; 

What can I (ay—oh torture 


Cx. To thy command 
Obedient, I have brought thy children hither. 


OED. 


WH 


Orp. Eternal bleſſings on thee for this kindneſs ! 


Come near, my daughters; ſhudder not to touch 
Your father, and your——brother : view the hands, 
Yet red with gore, whoſe fury hath conlign'd me 
To everlaſting darkneſs, and forbade 

The fight of you and heav'n: a king myſelf, 

And yet a regicide, by heav'n and man 

Alike abhort'd: approach, and weep my fite, 

But do not curſe me with the name of parent. 

Yes, to behold your-angel ſmiles, that once 


Gave vigour to my pulſe, is mine no more. 


Yet I can weep your fate, and I will weep 

In tears of blood warm ouſhing from the heart, 
With patient fortitude I might have borne 

My own diſaſters, but the ſenſe of yours 

Hath quite unmann'd me. Whither will ye go 
For reſpite from your toils, or how aſſuage 

The madneſs of deſpair? F rom public haunts, 
And all the gay delights of ſocial life, 

- Driv'n with diſgrace, your virgin bloom to waſte | 

In barren ſolitude, and execrate 
The name of father. Ye mult never taſte 


The ſweets of Hymen, nor with eager eyes 


Gaze on a ſmiling progeny; for who, 
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Who will receive pollution to his arms, 


Nor ſhudder at the black impending guilt 
That hangs o'er all the race of Oedipus? 


What horror in the tale! An impious ſon 

Hath ſlain his father, and, with guilty fires 
Flaming, defil'd his mother's ſacred bed. 

Purſu'd with jealous hatred by your ſex, 

And exil'd by the voice of all mankind— 

Thus ſhall ye paſs your wretched days, till death, 
Thrice welcome, cloſe the ſolitary ſcene, 

Thou, Creon, thou art left their only friend ; 
Ah! ſuffer not my poor, forſaken babes, 

Like vagabonds, to wander o'er the earth 

The ſport of infamy: dear, generous youth, 
Extend thy hands, as pledges of thy faith 

And firm ſupport : much, O my daughters, much 
My heart would utter more, but grief forbids. 
This 1s my only pray'r, that you may live 
Reſign'd and happy, as your fate will ſuffer, 
Where heav'n may beſt ordain : and may that heav'n 
In rich abundance on my childrens head | | 


Shower down the bleſſings it denies your lire. 


CRE, 
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CRE. Enough: thy grief tranſports thee; O! retire 


Within the palace. 
Orv. I obey thee, prince; 
Vet ſhudder to approach that fatal ſcene 
Of all my guilt. 
CRE. Tis right“ thou ſhould'ſt retire : 
Time and events require it. 
OED. Know'ſt thou not 
By what dire curſes I am bound — 
Cre, Declare them. 
OrD. To leave thoſe roofs, and thou to drive me thence— 
O prince, with ſwiftneſs execute the taſk, 
CRE, The gods alone can grant thee thy deſire. 


Orp. I am moſt hateful to thoſe gods. 


| CRE. Fear not; 
They will befriend thee here. 
OD. Ah might I hope! 
CRE. Thou may'ſt; I ſpeak with confidence. 
| | OegD. Then lead, 
Whither thou wilt. 
CRE. But let thy children ſtay. 


w 


Op. Wilt thou bereave me of my children too! 


* The original faith, “ All things are right on right occaſions :” The text ſeems de- 
ſignedly equivocal and obſcure. | - ; 
CRE, 
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CRE. Submit Warn'd by thy ſuff' rings, Ohl beware 
Of that perverſeneſs thou haſt rued ſo dearly. 
Cuno. Inhabitants of Thebes, behold your prince, 
The mighty Oedipus, whoſe ſoaring thought 
Pierc'd the dark riddle of the monſter Sphynx ; 
Whoſe fame * and pow'r, beyond example great, 
What ſon of Cadmus but with envy view'd ?— 
That prince behold, by fad reverſe of fate 
Fall'n from his throne of grandeur to the depth 
Of abject miſery— Mortal, mark his fate; 


Nor him, whom fortune's changeful ſmile adorns 


With momentary triumphs, call thou bleſt, 
Till death decide, and ſtamp the name of happy.“ 


® "OgTis ov . 


As the text now ſtands, this is a very difficult paſſage, and the tranſlations are ambiguou: 
and unſatisfactory. A friend told me of a n emendation by the learned Editor of 


Euripides, Doctor Muſgrave. 
Ov. rig ov GnAw ToAilor Ing lun ev. 


The paſſage becomes thus interrogative, and the ſenſe is, whom, who was there of the 
citizens, but beheld with envy in conſequence of his good fortune?“ This ſenſe I have 
adopted, as the moſt eaſy to be tranſlated, and beſt expreſſive of the meaning of Sophocles, 
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